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Chapter | I 


Oh, I'm glad I’m me, thought Angie Browning. And I’m 
wad I'm married to David—doesn’t that name have a lovely 
wound to it?—David. Her husband was, undoubtedly, the 
Mout marvelous man she had ever met in 
yeurn; and somehow, incredibly, he had f 


. But David was ten 
ed from a hundred 


? 
Which she felt was true, or that he married her for her inheri- 
tance, which was nonexistent. But, then, it didn’t really mat- 
ter why, what mattered was that he had matried her. 


shine bouncing off the grass, she thought to herself that it was 
f truly beautiful day, and she was 
I'm so glad today is today, she thought, and not yesterday or 
tomorrow or any other day since the beginning of time, be- 
Oause today I’m as happy as I’ve ever been. She giggled 


ee 


d al the ime y ' 
awa f 
coul ste: t Tom his work. Usually, the cal he: k How, ’ ¥ 


came duri i i 
ng his lunch hour. He liked to remind her to sto) auwe" 


wha i 
Me Sete pe Ae doing and eat something. This year she hul 
Be ana ery serious about her painting. By combi i 
paliting ses with history and her love of primitif 
is vee eae pets up with a style which worked well {oi 
as Bie. thoroughly enjoying being able to turn oui 
perl ac vas. She hoped by the end of the year to hav 
Se ema to be able to have a showing at the th 
bee ancd ch edroom of their small rented house had 
a to a studio for her instead of the offic fa 
honed tt cia ad talked of or the nursery the 5 th 
eee some day become. Nearly every da sh 
ace ia € to work in there. When she could she lik ‘ 
Pr pena eo even forgetting to stop for lunch Which 7 
if not an inlernatonsly te ed her. She hoped eventually to br 
hig bre. y tamous artist, at least a self-support- 
But thi id’ 
ane eae ea, s call came late in the afternoon. Shwe 
ioe Wc dan a iL oper be so involved with preparation 
Rivhe he sthal e’d completely forgotten about her of 
ea a fee hadn’t found the time to be alone "She 
be etewca Ai 0 g0 with him, but she knew it would 1 ve 
eepiine ‘ sal she missed him. The trip was eal We 
a pecs pe ad a lot of details to take care of. He f 
Bel Kini te tale pres with the trip these days. She could hardly 
Bid @ iahe 0 her. She was just beginning to feel acelect 4 
Aetcity oct pate as herself when the phone rang ee 
Lgl ae ae Me ee and rushed to the living 
ag has hands on Ley es te 
li, sugar, it’s me,” came the ch 
aac e cheery voice fr : 
fat ees to her own “hello.” She eee 
“Hello, da ie vibrant, strong, so like the man himself. sa 
poe she said. “What’s h ing in 
oa appening in your 
at’s a very good i 
Rte wha d question, and Tm glad you aske ; 
Catan. happening in my life,” he pecnunded econ 
“Oh, D +79 
chet Ga es a year of marriage and one of court 
perc ee a er to have this reassurance that she was 
pleke Gs the vai was cozy and comforting to pick up the 
OF alee tc e of the day and be told that he loved her 
T OF was just thinking of her and wanted to ie 
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“he kicked off her shoes and dragged the telephone 
letting the cord trail behind her. 
legs under her and settled deep 
“What's new with the trip?” 


“ith her to an easy chair, 
Miiting down, she pulled her 
fata the cushions of the chair. 
che asked her husband. 


i) afraid there’s both good news and bad news on that 
fut, Which would you like to hear first?” he answered. 

tet mo have the bad news first and get it over with.” She 
hateat bad news more than anybody else in the world, she 


taht herself, [ suppose nobody really enjoys it, though. Like 
wediaine, It's easier to take if you hold your nose and gulp it 
down all at once. Then you can take the good news like a 
of candy as a reward. It leaves a better taste in your 


Sort of makes the whole business a little easier to 
You can give me the 


pileee 
reel 
swallow, "O.K., I’m holding my nose. 
pasta oll now, David.” 
tle laughed softly. 
joning that he wanted to to 
hinw York, They’ve added a 


wight to nttend.” 

"a nol” Angie moaned rather than spoke the words. 
‘Yiven he really intend to make you stay there two whole 
weeks? That's practically an eternity. David, why does it have 
in te you? Didn’t you even object to being away that 
juny... for my sake? Honestly, David.” Her voice trailed off 
an a note of utter despair and misery. They had been sep- 
aiated before, of course. This wasn’t the first time David had 
iy atlond a meeting or convention out of town, but the others 
hail hoon only a few days at a time. She hadn’t been looking 
ole week. Now to be faced 


“Well, Mr. Hardwicke told me this 
stay over the second week in 
few lectures that he thinks I 


favward to having him gone a wh 
with two weeks apart from him sounded like an endless 
amount of time. 

"Cheer up, sugar, don’t you want to hear the good news?” 


he naked, chuckling again. 
{ never realized he had a sa 


ihoupght, Why, he’s laughing. He’s actua 
felling, me all this disastrous news that he knows I don’t really 


want to hear. Well, maybe not so much really laughing as 
amtling out loud. He’s the only person I’ve ever known who 


sould smile out loud. 
"After that blow, nothing you 
good news.” Her voice was unmist 
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distic streak in him, she 
Hy laughing while he’s 


have to tell me would be 
akably covered with frost. 


she changed her plans slightly. She decided it would be better 
to marry David first, and then take a trip around the world. 
It seemed like the only safe thing to do. She had to marry 
David first because he might not be there when she returned. 
And so they were married, and the round-the-world trip 
hadn’t yet taken place. There would always be time for trips 
to all different parts of the world, but there would never be 
another David . . . at least, not for her. Angie had never once 
regretted the decision. They were so right for each other, and 
they both knew it. Well, maybe this would be the beginning 
of their travels together. 

After hanging up the receiver, Angie sat in the chair hold- 
ing the phone on her lap, almost afraid to move for fear that 
if she did it would all turn out to be a daydream. In her 
mind she went over the conversation again to make it more 
vivid, more real. “Well, this calls for a celebration,” she said 
at last and was startled back to the real world by the sound 
of her own voice. “I know,” she told herself aloud. “Ill have 
a drink and start myself on the road to self-destruction . . . or 
whatever.” 

Crossing the room to a small chest which served as a bar, 
she took a look at the array of bottles. Since she wasn’t used 
to drinking in the middle of the day, she thought it best to 
stick with something not to potent. She settled on a Spanish 
sherry and poured herself a small glass of the glowing amber 
liquid. Holding the glass up to the light, she admired the 
color and decided she had made a wise choice. Above the bar 
hung an intricately carved antique mirror. Angie smiled at 
her reflection, raised her glass, and said, “Cheers, Angie. 
Here’s to a fabulous trip.” She touched the glass to her lips 
and took a sip. It was warm and sweet and tasted like a cele- 
bration going down. She walked across the room, turned on 
the stereo, and dialed her favorite pop music station. She 
returned to the chair she had just left and her ear caught the 
melody of “Joy,” a current favorite, not really new, but she 
still liked it. If Bach could only hear what they’ve done to his 
beautiful hymn, she thought. As she took another sip of the 
sherry, she told herself that it was time to get things organized 
in her mind and then plunge into packing. Why couldn’t I 
have a day or two to get ready instead of a few hours? she 
wondered. Still, she wouldn’t give up a minute of the trip with 
David just to have more time to get things ready. But first, she 
told herself, ’'m going to enjoy just a minute or two of satis- 
faction. And for the next few minutes, she allowed herself 
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the luxury of feeling happy without thinking of all she had to 
do, not thinking at all . . . just feeling happy . . . then she 
giggled slightly at her own foolishness. Suddenly, she sat up- 
right. A celebration isn’t really a celebration if nobody knows 
about it, nobody shares it. I’ve got to tell somebody, she 
thought, but who? David, came the logical response in her 
head, but she immediately rejected the idea. I can’t call 
David, she reasoned, he’ll be too busy, and I really want to 
have him home as soon as he can get away. Calling him now 
would only delay him. ‘“‘Well, then,” she said aloud to no one 
in particular, “the only person to call is Percy. She’ll be as 
thrilled as I am.” : 

Percy Brooks was her older sister, and in spite of the mas- 
culine sound of her name, a more feminine woman would be 
impossible to find. It ‘was a very interesting fact about Percy 
that her name didn’t fit her at all and yet fitted her so per- 
fectly. Actually, Percy was an unusual name for a woman, 
and that fitted Percy perfectly. She wasn’t exactly a usual per- 
son. But it did sound a bit stodgy, and that description didn’t 
fit Percy at all. In school, the kids used to tease her about her 
name. Everyone insisted it was short for Priscilla, but it 
wasn’t. It was just Percy. The kids also insisted that Angie 
had to be short for something else—Angela, Angelina, Angel- 
fca—but that wasn’t true, either. She had been christened An- 
ie, and it was as simple as that for both of them. 

Percy was tall, stately, sophisticated, and, well, glamorous 
in a way—not exactly beautiful, but really great-looking. She 
had studied interior design in college, and her good taste re- 
flected in everything she did—the way she put together her 
house, a room, her clothes, herself, everything. Casual ele- 
gance, that’s Percy, thought Angie, and felt a familiar twinge 
of envy. Actually, though, when you come right down to it, I 
think I have more pure unadulterated beauty than she does. 
Angie stood and approached the mirror scrutinizing herself 
carefully as she did so. It was an exceptionally attractive 
young woman who looked back at her. Her hair was golden 
with auburn highlights. That in itself was enough to make 
people stop and look at her as she entered a room or walked 
down the street, but it topped a perfectly proportioned face 
with unusually large soft brown eyes, a smallish nose, which 
had a slight tilt upward at the end, and a soft well-shaped 
mouth, curved and full and given to smiling easily. Her figure 
was slender without appearing boyish, rounded softly rather 
than being straight up and down. Yes, she decided, being 
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quite objective about it, ’'m a pretty good-looking young 
woman, even in a paint-covered smock. But Percy ... Percy 
had something special about her, some women just do. 
Maybe it’s glamour, thought Angie, but that sounds so much 
like a 1930s movie star. Maybe it’s just that she’s so sophisti- 
cated, but that has a cold sound to it, and Percy’s so warm and 
outgoing. Angie was still studying the face that smiled back 
at her, comparing it to her older sister’s. Well, I guess she’s 
just a lot of things I’m not and maybe wish I were, Angie de- 
cided with a sigh. But then—there’s that other thing about 
Percy. So, maybe I’m glad I’m not like her after all. I wonder 
how she could have it, and I don’t have any—just none. A 
small cold shiver went through Angie, causing her to turn 
away from the mirror and sip again from the amber liquid in 
her glass. It warmed her, and the smile returned to her face. 
“What a silly nut you are,” she said to her reflection. And her 
thoughts told her that was something Percy was welcome to 
keep. I don’t have it and I don’t want it, she told herself. I’m 
not sure I could cope with that. Anyhow, it doesn’t have any- 
thing to do with the trip. She’s bound to be as excited about 
this as I am. I know she’ll think it’s special, too. It’s happen- 
ing so fast that it’s almost unbelievable. She put her nearly 
empty glass on the bar and crossed the room to the tele- 
phone. Quickly, she-dialed Percy’s number and listened to the 
familiar ring. Wouldn’t it be marvelous if she and Gordon 
could join them in New York for a weekend? They had gone 
On vacations before, camping and sharing a cabin at Lake 
Hazelton in the summer. It was great fun. They were com- 
fortable people to be with—most of the time. There was just 
that disturbing thing between Percy and Angie that some- 
times made it— 

“Hello,” came Percy’s soft throaty voice, cutting through 
Angie’s thoughts. 

“Hi, Percy, it’s Angie,” she said, shaking herself out of her 
reverie. “What are you up to?” 

“T’ve allowed myself the special privilege of having a whole 
day to do some sewing I’ve been wanting to get around to,” 
Percy answered. 

“Am I taking you away at a bad time? Would you like me 
to call back later?” 

“Oh no. I could use a short break anyway. Getting away 
from it for a few minutes may oil up my creative juices a 
little. What are you up to?” 

“Tm celebrating, but it didn’t seem like much of a celebra- 
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tion all by myself so I decided to share it with someone 
special—you.” ; : 

“Well, hooray for me,” said Percy. “Nice to know I’m 
special. Want to come over and have a cup of coffee or some- 
thing?” 

“I really thought you might come here and have a glass of 
sherry with me. If I had some champagne, I'd offer you that. 
You don’t happen to have any there, do you?” j ee 

“Sorry, I’ve got a lot of stuff to drink, including fruit juices 
and diet drinks, but no champagne. I don’t suppose you’d 
settle for beer?” : 

“Tt just wouldn’t be the same, sis.” 

“How about root beer?” offered Percy. “We've got loads of 
that.” ; 

“Guess that champagne will just have to wait till David 
gets home.” a‘ 

“If it’s champagne you crave, that could only mean you're 
pregnant, so come on over and we'll find something to 
celebrate with.” : 

“I hate to disappoint you, Percy, but you’re wrong. What’s 
happen to your ESP?” is 

“T guess I’m losing it in my slightly advanced old age, 
joked Percy. “Now I’m dying to hear the news. What it it? 
Why don’t you just drop what you’re doing and buzz on over 
here? We'll have a drink of something or other, and you can 
give me all the glorious details.” 

“T’'d love to, but I can’t spare the time. That’s why I was 
hoping to convince you to come here. But Il just have to 
give it to you over the phone, then. It’s about the trip David 
is making to New York. He’s not leaving Sunday night after 
all. He’s going tomorrow morning.” 

There nas slight pause before Percy answered. “And 
that’s it? I’m waiting for the rest of it. That doesn’t seem to 
me like anything to celebrate, unless you’ve suddenly grown 
tired of having your husband around, which I seriously 
doubt. What’s the punch line?” 2 j 

Angie laughed. “O.K., I guess you’re not entirely losing 
your ESP after all. ’m going with him. That’s the punch line. 
Isn’t it fantastic?” ? if 

“You mean you're going on the trip to New York? 

“I certainly am. We’re leaving tomorrow. I’m going to con- 
quer the big city with him; we'll get to see the sights and do 
some shopping. I’m going to see what historical buildings I 
can find, maybe even do some sketches.” 
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“Please, Angie, don’t turn me off. It’s important. It’s very 
important to me... and to you, too,” Percy pressed. 

“O.K., Percy. If it’s all right with David, we'll come. Otb- 
erwise, I'll give you a call and cancel if he’s too busy.” 

“That’s fine,” said Percy. “And ... I’m really sorry I 
spoiled your little celebration. I know how much you were 
counting on me to whoop it up with you over the news. But 
the trip is too dangerous for you to even consider, Angie. 
You just can’t go.” ; 

“T know. I got the message. You made that very clear,” re- 
sponded Angie. It was just too hard to keep the disappoint- 
ment and irritation out of her voice anymore. So she might as 
well not even try. “We'll see you later, I guess.” 

Percy bit her lip as she hung up the phone. What a dread- 

ful way to ruin Angie’s fun. She didn’t mean to. She didn’t 
want to. But she certainly had done it, and very effectively, 
too. She felt miserable. Percy shook her head and buried her 
face in her hands for a minute as though she’could shut out 
the world and her thoughts and hide behind her own two 
hands. She wanted to cry. How cruel life could be at times. 
Poor Angie, she thought. Ill bet she’s wishing she hadn’t 
called. 
_ “Oh God, how incredibly tired I am all of a sudden,” she 
said out loud, hoping to take her thoughts away from the 
conversation with Angie, but it didn’t. I wish I didn’t do 
those things, she thought, quickly returning to what was up- 
permost in her mind. I wish I could turn off my thoughts 
when they start like that. I wish... I wish... I wish ... the 
thoughts ran in a circle round and round in her brain. “If 
wishes were horses . . .” she started to recite, but let the ending 
of it drift off into the merry-go-round of her thoughts. Deter- 
mined to shake herself out of this reverie, Percy began to talk 
aloud to herself. “I really can use that drink now. It’s not ex- 
actly the celebration Angie had in mind, but it’s needed. 
Poor, poor Angie. It’s too bad she has to be burdened with a 
sister like me.” 

Slowly, Percy made her way from the kitchen, where she 
had taken Angie’s phone call, into the enormous family 
room. As she reached the bar, she noticed her hands were 
shaking a little. She made a concerted effort to steady them 
as she fixed herself a gin and tonic in a very tall glass. She 
opened the small refrigerator, took a handful of ice cubes 
from the freezer compartment, and carefully plopped them 
into the glass one by one. She smiled slightly at the crystal- 
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clear purity of the ice cubes. That was Gordon’s fally. When 
they first decided to add the small refrigerator freezer and 
sink in the bar, Gordon insisted they must find one that made 
crystal-clear ice cubes, none of those cloudy squares of frozen 
air bubbles for him. They had to be crystal clear. “No matter 
how good a drink you fix, the cloudy cubes always spoil the 
looks of it,” he insisted. “Crystal-clear cubes make a drink , 
sparkle and shimmer like starlight.” For Gordon, the way it 

looked was half the genius of preparing a cocktail. She 

looked at the drink in her hand. It certainly did sparkle and 

it did, indeed, look inviting. She added another splash of 

gin—and was sure she could use it-and a dash of fresh lime 

from the refrigerator. Fixing the drink had occupied her 

mind for a few minutes, but it hadn’t succeeded in erasing 

her depression. Raising her glass, she said, “Here’s to all the 

dirty tricks in life. Damn them all.” Then she took a long, 

lingering sip and followed its course through her throat and 

down until it hit the pit of her stomach. She wasn’t accus- 

tomed to drinking in the middle of the day. She never had 

time—or the need—for it. I guess I’d better sit down, she 

told herself. Closing her eyes, she sighed and took another sip 

from the tall icy glass, savoring the relaxing course it fol- 

lowed through her system. I suppose this is really why people 

drink, she thought. It was relaxing. She felt better already, a 

little calmer, less tense. She opened her eyes and crossed the 

room to sit on the oversized sofa facing the outdoors. 

Directly opposite the sofa was a large fieldstone fireplace 

flanked by two floor-to-ceiling sliding glass doors. These 

opened onto the patio and pool, but her eyes were not on the - 
pool. They seemed to be searching the wooded. area beyond. 

She also wasn’t accustomed to drinking alone, and the effects 

of the drink and her talk with Angie were having an effect on 

her thoughts. She wished she had someone with her, someone 

to talk to now and take her mind off Angie. But she was thank- 

ful the children were playing at the Connors’s house today. 

She didn’t think she could manage the usual gang of kids who 

fithered here to play with her own two. 

1 don’t know what happens. I don’t know why that hap- 
pens with Angie, she thought. It’s only with Angie .. . only 
Angie. How odd that it’s never happened with anyone else, 
not even Gordon, and I certainly love Gordon, even more 
than Angie. It never happened with the children either .. . 
only Angie. Well, that’s something to be thankful for. I 
lon’t think I could handle it if it happened with more 
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than one person. But I wonder why just Angie? Guess it 
proves that blood is thicker ... and all that rot. Even though 
Percy was only eight years older than Angie, she had always 
been very protective of her, almost as though she were taking 
the place of their mother who died when they were only eight 
and sixteen. They had always been very fond of one another 
and got along tremendously well. But every so often Percy 
was overwhelmed by this feeling which was . . . well, what? 
Odd? Yes, it was certainly odd, but, fortunately, it didn’t hap- 
pen too often. When was the first time? Taking another sip of 
her drink, Percy searched her mind for the first time she had 
felt that Angie was in danger. It had been a very pleasant 
spring day. She was seventeen and Angie would have been— 
Percy did a little quick arithmetic in her mind—nine. They 
were in the habit of riding their bicycles to and from school 
on nice days. Often after school, they rode to the candy shop 
where their groups of girl friends liked to stop for a Coke or 
some ice cream. This day, Angie wanted to stop as usual and 
Percy agreed. They had climbed on their bicycles and started 
off, Angie in front, Percy behind her. As they were about to 
leave the school driveway, Percy looked at Angie and saw 
her and the bicycle fall to the ground under the front wheels 
of a car. Horror was on her face, an agonizing scream 
emerged from her lips. “No. No. Angie. No!” she shrieked. 
Suddenly, she felt weak and dizzy. Quickly she jumped from 
her bicycle, letting it fall to the ground, as she stood staring 
in front of her with that horrified look. Angie stopped as 
soon as she heard the scream. She looked back at Percy and 
wondered if she had been hurt. As quickly as she could, she 
scrambled off her bike-and ran back to help her sister. In a 


_ daze, Percy stared at Angie in disbelief. Here she was stand- 


ing in front of her, completely whole and unharmed, al- 
though slightly puzzled; yet, a few minutes before, Percy had 
distinctly seen her lying in the street, her bicycle in two parts 
and under the wheels of a car. Percy was frightened and visi- 
bly shaken by this strange happening. Still, she thought it 
best not to alarm Angie any more than she had already, so 
she told a small lie and said she wasn’t feeling well and 
wanted to get home as quickly as possible. They agreed to 
take the short cut through the park and to ride slowly in case 
Percy felt dizzy again. Everything was fine. Nothing unusual 
happened until they were almost out of the park. Then the 
back wheel of Angie’s bike suddenly came loose. She was 
thrown backward onto the sidewalk with a dull thud. Percy 
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topped her own bike and ran to her sister. Angie had been 
thrown onto the grass. She was shaken but aside from a few 
bruises and a badly scraped elbow, was perfectly all right. 
Percy helped her to stand and move her arms and legs just to 
make certain nothing was broken. Angie was crying a little 
from the pain of the elbow and the shock of having fallen. 
The blood from her elbow was running down her arm, and 
the sight of it made her cry harder. Percy reached into her 
pocket and pulled out a clean handkerchief. When she was 
alive, their mother always made them carry a clean handker- 
chief with them wherever they went. “You never know when 
you might need a clean hankie, girls,” she used to tell them. 
Percy was thankful to have one now. She wrapped up the 
ucrape as best she could. “At least it'll take care of it until we 
pet home, Angie,” she said, apologizing for the rather crude, 
though efficient, bandage. “Where’s your hankie, Angie? You 
need to wipe your face.” 

Angie rummaged through her pockets in search of _the 
hnnkie. When she found it, she gave it to Percy. Percy wiped 
the tears from her face and handed it back, telling her sister 
to blow her nose. Angie did as she was instructed, then put 
the hankie back in her book bag. “Feel better?” Percy asked. 

“I’m all right,” Angie replied. “Let’s get home. Will you 
help me carry my bike?” 

“Sure,” answered her older sister, but as Percy bent down 
to pick up the bicycle, she again saw the image of Angie ly- 
ing in the street under the car. j é 

“Percy, are you all right? You look so strange,” said Angie. 

Percy stood up, shaking her head to clear the image from 
it. “I’m all right,” she assured her sister. ; s 

On their way home, Angie turned to her sister and said, 
"You know, it was awfully lucky we decided to come this 
way, Percy. Just think, if we’d gone downtown to meet the 
pirls, it might have happened while we were in the street. I 
could’ve been hit by a car. Boy, is that scary!” 

“Yes, it certainly is scary,” agreed Percy. 

That night after dinner, Percy and her father sat on the 
front porch swing. Angie had told him about the accident, of 
course, but Percy didn’t want to say anything in front of her 
sister, so she waited until! Angie had gone up to bed. Then, 
when they were alone, Percy hesitantly told her father about 
the premonition. She didn’t know what she wanted him to 
any, but she was hoping he would make her feel better about 
it. He told her not to worry about it; he didn’t think it was 
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too unusual. He said that sometimes people have premoni- 
tions and he wouldn’t be surprised if seventeen-year-old girls 


‘Were particularly susceptible to such flights of fancy. She 


mustn’t let it bother her too much. But he did agree that it 
was lucky they changed their minds and came home through 
the park. He did succeed in making Percy feel better, but she 
couldn’t put it out of her mind all that easily. Ever so often 
she’d find herself thinking about that day and wondering. Af- 
ter that, when they thought they might be going to the candy 
shop with the girls, they left their bikes at home. When they 
rode them to school, they always came home through the 
park. And Percy never had that vision again—not that one. 

She sipped the drink again and stared at the pool. Two 
years ago she and Gordon and the children were at their 
cabin on Lake Hazelton. The first weekend Angie had brought 
David up to meet them. They liked David very much, right 
from the first introduction, and he and Angie seemed to be so 
much in love and so happy together. It took only a few 
minutes of watching them alone with each other to know 
that. Altogether it was a marvelous weekend, until Sunday 
evening. Then David and Angie decided to take a canoe out 
onto the lake. It seemed perfectly reasonable. It was just the 
sort of thing that young lovers do, go canoeing in the moon- 
light, and David assured them he knew how to handle 9 
canoe. He’d been doing it since he was a boy scout years ago. 
But no sooner had they reached the boat dock and rented a 
canoe called “Aliho” than Gordon came dashing after them. 
Percy had stepped out onto the porch and fainted. He carried 
her into the house and as soon as she began to stir, she called 
for Angie. He didn’t know exactly why, but he knew she 
needed Angie. Percy didn’t even tell Gordon that when 
she stepped onto the porch and looked at the lake, she saw 
the wreckage of a canoe and two bodies floating in the lake. 
As far away as it was, she read the name on the side of the 
canoe floating in pieces on the black water. ALTHO was writ- 
ten in capital letters in white paint which gleamed in the 
moonlight. One of the bodies had long golden hair, which 
floated on the water. Percy saw it clearly, then she screamed 
and fainted. 

After Gordon returned with the other two in tow, Percy 
tried to pass if off as a problem of fatigue, but she wasn’t 


‘very Convincing, at least, not to her husband. They all spent a 


quiet evening listening to music and watching the stars twin- 
kling in the never-ending blackness of the sky. Angie once 
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suggested a game of cards or scrabble, but Percy begged off, 
pleading a headache. It was about eleven when they heard a 
splintering sound in the distance. It was the distress signal, 
sharp and piercing, breaking through the stillness of the coun- 
try night, drowning out the soft fiddling of the crickets. Percy 
Jumped to her feet. “Oh my God, the Aliho,” she said 
abruptly. They all turned to her. Gordon was startled at the 
look of terror on her face. 

“Honey, what’s wrong?” he asked... 

“There’s been a dreadful accident, Gordon. I know it.” She 
turned a face to him that he hardly recognized: it was so full 
of helpless suffering. 

“Honey, it may not be anyting. Now, don’t take it so seri- 
ously. Calm down.” He put his arms comfortingly around 
her. “Just take it easy, honey. It’s all right. It’s just because 
the sound was so sudden that it frightened you: You’ve been 
edgy all night.” 

David and Angie looked on helplessly. They couldn’t imag- 
ine what had caused Percy to be so upset by the signal. It 
was used all the time to call the members of the volunteer 
emergency squad. But it was seldom anything serious. 

Percy quietly withdrew from Gordon’s arms. “Please, Gor- 
don, take me down to the boat dock. There’s something J 
have to find out. Please, dear. Don’t ask me what it is. I'll ex- 
plain later after we’ve been there. Just take me,” Percy 
begged him. 

Gordon had no idea what was upsetting Percy, but he did 
know that whatever it was, she was in anguish because of it. 
He nodded agreement. Before they left, Percy made Angie 
and David promise not to leave the cabin until they returned. 
She told them to look after the children who were sleeping 
Inside, knowing that would be reason enough for Angie to 
stay. 

At the boat dock, they learned what had happened. Some- 
one else had taken out the Aliho and had been struck by a 
speeding motorboat. Apparently, six young kids from around 
the lake were in the motorboat. They were laughing and jok- 
ing as kids do, never expecting to find anybody else on the 
lake at that hour. They didn’t even see the canoe until they 
were right on top of it. 

Having her suspicions confirmed, Percy put her head on 
Gordon’s chest and wept softly. When she collected herself, 
she told him the whole story. It took some time for Gordon 
to realize the full impact of what she was telling him. He was 
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so level-headed and matter-of-fact about things; so was she, 
teally, in every part of her life but this. 

Finally, feeling quite spent, she looked up at Gordon. “I 
don’t feel like facing Angie just yet,” she said, “and I’m sure 
David must think his future sister-in-law is some nutty lady. 
Can we go have a drink and talk and be together before we 
have to go back to the cabin?” 

So they went to the local bar and sat in a booth way in the 
back. They ordered drinks and Gordon held her hand and 
told her how much he loved her and that she wasn’t off her 
tocker, and all those things she knew he would tell her and 
that she desperately needed to hear. After a while, she felt 
calmer and she told him about the bicycle incident and about 
the time they were with a crowd of kids on a sledding party. 
Angie was in her teens, barely, and they had joined a group 
of their friends to go sledding on a country hill. The snow 
was well packed down, making the run slick and smooth and 
fast. They had been taking turns going down the hill. One of 
the boys had a very long sled which held three or four when 
they crowded together. The sled was in position at the top of 
the hill, four young people were on it, with Angie the last 
one. Abruptly, Percy, almost in hysterics, rushed over and 
pulled Angie off the sled. Immediately, another girl took her 
place, and the sled went speeding down the hill. At first, An- 
gie was furious with her sister. But then, as Percy had fore- 
seen just moments before, the sled hit a rock in its path. It 
was traveling at a speed too fast to control, and it veered off 
course and struck a tree. Luckily, no one was killed, but one 
girl had been paralyzed from the waist down—the girl who 
had replaced Angie. In Percy’s premonition, it had, of course, 
been Angie. 

Then, it happened again today. Percy took a large swallow 
of the soothing liquor. What could she say about today? How 
was she going to convince anyone—even herself-—that there 
Was any sane explanation to the vision she had this afternoon. 
Just as clearly as the others: had appeared to her, she 
saw ... what? What could she call it? What could she tell 
Angie, or Gordon, and heaven alone knew what she could tell 
David. But just as clear as day, she saw nothing . . . nothing. 
She saw a big, black nothing, an empty void. That was what 
she had seen, an empty void. And Angie had walked straight 
into that big black nothingness. Percy reached out her hand 
to stop her, stretching as far as she could, desperately 
reaching for her like someone trying to rescue a person 
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Clutching the edge of a cliff. But Percy couldn't quite reach 
her. How could she make sense out of the fact that Angie 
Just disappeared into a blackness, not falling into a hole or a 
‘A or a Cave but calmly walking into a void where Percy, at 
east, couldn’t follow, and then vanishing. Because of this, 
somehow or other Percy had to convince everybody tonight 
that Angie must not go to New York. In spite of all objec- 
tions, Angie must not go to New York, because she would 
never return. It was there that she would be swallowed up in 
the blackness. Percy finished the rest of her drink. Now just 
how was she going to do that? she wondered. 
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Chapter II 


“Honestly, Angie, I’m beat,” David protested. “I don’t want 
to go anywhere. All I want to do at this moment is get into 
some old clothes and collapse in a ragged heap. Maybe if I 
exert myself, I could find the energy to fix us some drinks be- 
fore dinner, but even that would take some doing. Besides, 
T’ve got work to do tonight. I brought home a briefcase full 
of papers that I have to go over before I start attending those 
meetings. I’d like to appear at least semi-intelligent at some 
of them.” David knew he would never understand women. 
When Angie first found out that she was to go with him, she 
moaned about not having enough time to pack and get ready, 
but, now, she wanted to take the whole evening and spend it 
with her sister. 

“But what'll I tell Percy?” Angie wanted to know. 

“Just call her and tell her ‘thanks but no thanks.’ Tell her 
the truth: we can’t spare the time. You have to pack and I 
have work to do. She’s a good girl; she’ll understand.” 

David had already removed his tie and shirt and was on 
his way into the bedroom to change into something casual for 
the evening. Angie tagged along after him and watched as he 
carefully hung up his suit and took a pair of white Levi’s 
from their hanger. Dear David, thought Angie, he just can’t 
drop out of the fastidious-scientist image. Even when he’s 
casual, he’s meticulous. Why do you suppose he ever picked a 
wife. who runs around in blue jeans and a paint-covered 
smock? 

“I told her we wouldn’t stay long. I was sure you’d be 
bringing home some kind of work from the office,” Angie 
reasoned. 
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David put on the white jeans and headed barefoot and 
bare chested for the bathroom to splash water on his face and 
arms. Angie leaned against the door watching him, wondering 
how to convince him that it was worth the time to find out 
exactly what Percy had “seen” this afternoon. She wanted to 
get him to Percy’s, but she didn’t want to have to tell him 
why. David washed his hands and face, wiped them on a 
Clean white towel, which he handed to her on his way out of 
the bathroom, kissing her lightly on the nose as he did so. 

“Angie, I think it’s great of Percy and Gordon to want to 
celebrate and wish us ‘bon voyage’ and all that, but it’s not 
as though we were going on a world cruise. It’s a simple 
business trip just like a lot of others.” David pulled a blue- 
and-white-striped tee shirt from the drawer and threw it on 
the bed. He sat down beside it and looked at her. 

“Suppose you call and make a date for dinner with them 
when we get back,” he suggested. “It’ll only be two weeks, 
find we won’t be so rushed. I won’t have so many other things 
on my mind. We’ll have a nice relaxed evening and you'll be 
bursting with things to tell Percy about New York. Doesn’t 
that make more’ sense, honey?” 

Angie glided over to the bed and knelt on the floor beside 
David. She kissed his knee and nestled her head against his 
leg. 

“YT really want to go for a little while, David,” she said. 
“Percy’s such a dear, and she’s the only family I have. She 
doesn’t often insist on anything, but this afternoon she made 
it sound so urgent that I sort of promised her we’d come.” 

David reached down to cradle her face in his hands. “I’m 
your family, too, remember?” : 

He kissed her softly on the lips, still cradling her face in 
his hands. He felt warm with the soft yielding of her lips, the 
Aweet aroma from her hair, her skin. His kiss grew more 
ardent as he reached down, pulling her onto the bed with 
him. He drew her closer and thrilled to her willing, almost 
onger surrender. Still holding her in a fervent embrace, he 
carefully unzipped the back of her smock, thinking briefly 
that he was grateful for zippers. Buttons always gave him 
trouble, and this is not the time for trouble, he thought, as 
he folded the neck down to expose her shoulder. Gently, he 
kissed her neck, then again. He bit softly at her shoulder. 

“Let’s not go anywhere tonight. Let’s just stay here to- 
fether and let the rest of the world do what it likes without 
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us. We'll do what we like without it,” he whispered, kissing 
the hollow of her neck. 

“No, David,” said Angie as she gently but firmly disen- 
gaged herself from his caress, which was growing increasingly 
urgent. “We’ll have so much time together in New York.” 

“Oh, sure. We’ll see each other between meetings, confer- 
ences, seminars. Isn’t that romantic?” David sat up, rankled 
by the rebuff. “I don’t even have the schedule yet, Angie. I 
won't have it till we get there. There’s no way of knowing 
how much has been planned or for when, but you can bet 
they'll keep us busy.” 

“I know, darling,” she agreed. “Still, we'll have this week- 
end before the whole thing starts. If you like, we can lock 
ourselves in the hotel room and have room service shove our 
meals under the door.” 

She smiled at the thought of being locked in a hotel room 
with her own husband for the whole weekend. 

“Besides,” she added, “we'll also have the weekend after 
everything is over before we have to come back. We won't 
have to be anyplace or see anybody. We’ll just have each 
other. So I think we can spare an hour or so now for Percy, 
don’t you?” 

Angie had slipped out of her clothes and left them in a 
small heap on the floor. 

“Tl be changed and ready to go in a minute. We'll go 
early, have a quick drink, and get back early. Does that 
sound like too much? Then you'll be free to work 
or . . . whatever.” She gave him a mischievous grin and 
wrinkled her nose. “O.K.?” 

“No, it’s not O.K.,” David said a trifle sullenly, “but I 
don’t suppose what I think really matters. You seem to have 
your tenacious little mind all made up.” 

He stood up and put on his tee shirt, then crossing to the 
closet, he selected a pair of dark blue espadrilles, slipped them 
on, and went back to sit on the bed while she dressed. Sitting 
there watching her, the irritation fell from him like the 
clothes she had let fall in a heap on the floor. 

“Angie,” he said with some resignation, “from now on, 
when you’ve made up your mind that we’re going to do 
something, will you just tell me instead of asking if I want to 
do it? It'll be easier for both of us that way.” 

“Ym sorry, David. This is something I really want to do. I 
guess you know that, huh?” 5 
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He nodded and she wiggled her bottom at him as she 
pulled on a pair of orange and turquoise plaid pants. 

“I won’t be long, honestly, dear,” she said, tugging the 
Matching turquoise sweater over her head. Smoothing down 
the sweater, she walked to the mirror and gave herself an ap- 
Bee glance. Satisfied with what she saw, she shook back 

er hair and watched it fall into place. She added two neck- 

laces, one turquoise, one orange, dabbed a drop of perfume in 
her hair and a bit more to her wrists. David never failed to 
be enthralled as he watched this ritual. She moved with 
uncommon ease, almost like a dancer, completely unself-con- 
scious and just a bit childlike. She was more entrancing than 
any mistress could possibly be, and the realization that she 
was his wife, and his alone, filled him with tremendous satis- 
faction. She was his because she wanted to be, and that was 
€ven more gratifying. She took a tissue from the box and 
wiped away the lipstick which had been smeared during his 
attempt at love-making. As she was reapplying color to her 
mouth, she glanced at his reflection in the mirror. He was 
smiling with pleasure at the sight of her. She paused and 
smiled at him in return. It pleased her that he found her 
pleasing. I guess that’s what love is really all about, she 
thought to herself ... pleasing one another. In that instant, 
David was beside her. Tenderly he kissed the top of her shin- 
Ing golden head. She leaned against him for a second, then 
turned and putting her arms around his neck, kissed him 
Wholly and completely. 

She let her head rest against his chest and whispered, “Oh, 
David, I love you so very, very much. I don’t think I could 
live apart from you. Promise you won't let anything separate 
us.” 

David laughed as he answered, “Now why did you say a 
thing like that? Nothing is going to separate us for very. long, 
ever. I promise I won’t let it.” Then he added seriously, “I 
need you too much.” 

“Thank you,” she said, kissing him again. 

David smiled as he saw her face. “I love you even if you 
can’t keep your lipstick on straight. Look.” He turned her 
around to face the mirror. She giggled at the sight. The 
mouth which had been so carefully shaped and glossed a few 
minutes before was now a soft blur of color above her chin. 
She looked at David’s reflection and began to laugh even 
harder. 

“You’re quite a pretty sight yourself,” she laughed at him. 
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Taking another tissue from the box on her dresser and turn- 
ing to him, she began to rub away the stain her lipstick had 
left on his mouth. When she had removed all that would 
come off with her gentle rubbing, she threw away the tissue. 

“Now go wash up so we can leave,” she admonished him. 

Turning to the mirror, she began to repair her own make- 
up. David embraced her from behind. 

“Don’t bother with that. It'll just get messed up again,” he 
said, half-teasing and half-serious. “I’ll give you one last 
chance to change your mind and stay home and make love to 
me.” She shook her head. “O.K., I’ll make love to you.” 

Angie smiled but shook her head a little more firmly. 

“Absolutely your last chance,” he offered, “We'll make love 
to each other.” 

“Oh, David,” she said, turning to him. “I wasn’t going to 
mention it, but I guess I’ll have to tell you after all. I know 
you’ve got a lot on your mind, and I know you have a lot of 
extra work to do. I also know how you feel about Percy’s in- 
tuition. ...” 

“So-called intuition,” he amended her. 

“Whatever you want to call it.” Angie was not going to let 
him argue with her. “Well, I really think we have to see her 
tonight just to talk for a while.” She hesitated for a moment. 
It was hard for her to tell him the rest of it. “You see, I 
called her this afternoon to share the news about me going 
along with you. She was terribly upset by it.” 

“Why should she be upset by that? You’re a big girl. It’s 
not as though you were going to some strange planet by 
yourself. You’re merely going on a trip with your husband. 
People do it everyday.” 

“T know,” she answered, “but for some strange reason, she 
got very upset when I told her that I was going along to New 
York. 

“Good God, Angie.” He was making a determined effort 
not to get angry, but he wasn’t having much success. “Percy’s 
a bright woman, and she’s certainly no sheltered provincial 
hick. She’s a very aware person. How come she suddenly be- 
lieves all those stories about New York being in the center of 
crime and violence? I have friends who live in a brownstone 
house right in the middle of the city. You’ve heard me talk 
about Sam and Claire White. They love the place, and from 
what they tell me, it’s still possible to walk down Fifth Ave- 
nue without getting mugged or go to Central Park without 
being raped. And I even hear that some people ride the sub- 
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way back and forth every day and live to tell about it. This is 
tidiculous.” 

“Oh, David, don’t be silly,” Angie said demurely. 

“Silly? Don’t you think you two are the ones who’re being 
iiliy? I have to give up my dinner, postpone my work so we 
gan dash over to your sister’s and convince her that I’m not 
(aking you to some crime-ridden den of iniquity to get rid of 
you. Don’t you think that’s a little silly?” 

“No, that’s foolish and you know it, David.” Her temper 
Was rising at this unreasonable attack on Percy. 

“Then I don’t see what all the fuss is about. You’re a 
ffrownup, an adult. You can make up your own mind. You 
don’t have to ask her permission to do anything. Either you 
Want to come with me or you don’t, but, if you don’t, you 
hetter have some damn good reason.” Anger was feeding 
pon anger now and he felt no urge to hold back any longer. 

“David, come here and sit down with me for a minute.” 
Angie was determined not to argue. She took his hand and 
led him to the sofa in the living room. She had decided to try 
A different attack. ““There’s something I’ve got to tell you, and 
I's a bit difficult because I want you to understand it the way 
1 do.” For a long minute, she sat staring at her hands, exam- 
Ining them carefully, turning them over, while she searched 
for just the right words with which to begin. 

“For God’s sake, Angie, what’s all the mystery? Just tell 
ino what it’s about,” David finally blurted out, unable to 
stand the suspense any longer. 

“Well, you know, Percy has this funny kind of ESP about 
mo,” she began tentatively. 

"Oh, Angie, is that what’s behind it? We’ve been over all 
thls before. You know my feeling. I think it’s a lot of super- 
atitious nonsense,” he replied. 

“Yes, I know you don’t believe that it’s anything out of the 
ordinary, David, but I do. I really do. You haven’t seen it 
happen the way I have. It’s a little spooky—eerie, kind of.” 

“There’s nothing .ecerie about it at all. But you’re right 
about one thing. I don’t believe in that kind of thing. It’s never 
heen scientifically proven to my satisfaction. It’s the same 
principle as mass hysteria, or even this mind-control thing. 
Rronle can convince themselves of all sorts of strange things 
when they let their imaginations take over. How can you be 
#o sure it’s not some kind of self-hypnosis?” he argued. 

“Because Percy’s not like that. She’s not that kind of per- 
ion,” she answered. 


“All right, then, if it really is some kind of ESP, why 
doesn’t it work with other people? I mean, it’s not something 
you can turn on and off like a faucet. The way I understand 
it, either you have it or you don’t.” He paused, then added, 
“Although, I have to admit, it’s not a subject I’ve studied 
very thoroughly. But that’s immaterial. You told me yourself 
she has never seen anything happening to anyone but you,” 
he reasoned in his very logical way. 

“That’s true. She’s never had a premonition about what’s 
going to happen to anybody else, just me,” Angie agreed. 
“But that doesn’t prove it’s not genuine.” 

“But doesn’t it seem strange to you, Angie?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. I guess so,” she admitted, then feeling she 
was letting Percy down, Angie rushed to her sister’s defense. 
“But it’s not her imagination, David. I know it’s not. It can’t 
be. It happens so suddenly, and it frightens her so completely. 
It just can’t be all her imagination.” 

“All right, then, explain to me why it’s you. Why just you? 
Why not Gordon? Has it ever happened with Gordon?” he 
asked. 

“You know it hasn’t.” 

“Or Bobby, or Linda, They’re her own children. Why not 
them?” 

“I don’t know, David. I simply don’t know,” 
etly, and then added, 
we're sisters.” 

“That doesn’t make sense, Angie. Tell me, 
have the same reaction about her?” he argued. 

“I don’t know. What else can I tell you, David? I just don’t 
know. We're different. We're just different, that’s all. Cross- 
examining me like you would a person on the witness stand 
isn’t going to change anything. It’s not something you can 
reason away. It’s just something she feels. I don’t know,” she 
answered, then she added in an almost inaudible voice the 
thought that troubled her every time she wondered about her 
relationship with her sister, “Maybe she feels things more 
than I do; maybe I don’t care as much about what happens 
to her.” She was tired of all this and let her face drop into 
her hands. 

“That’s not true, and you know it,” His anger was subsid- 
ing as her anguish became more apparent. 

Lifting her head to challenge him, she threw out the words, 
“Then you.tell me. I’d like to have the answer too. Why, 
David, why?” 


she said qui- 
“and neither does she. Maybe because 


why don’t you 
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"Oh, probably because you don’t allow yourself the same 
Nights of fancy that she does.” He shrugged. 

"David, let’s not just argue about it, please; do this to 
jl@ase me ... not for Percy, just for me. She sounded to ter- 
iifled this afternoon; I promised her we’d come for a while if 
we possibly could. Considering the past, I’d feel better if we 
Nad a chance to talk it over. I’d like to feel sure that every- 
iilng was going to be all right. If she saw a plane crash, we 
would take a different flight or even a train. If she saw a boat 
trash, P’'d stay away from boats. I’d like to know what it is. 
Nhat's all. It’s my life, you know.” 

He might have protested further, but looking into her face, 
4 werious and worried, he decided to give in and ease her 
mind even though he thought it was foolish. Besides, he 
didn't want to take any chances on her life either. : 

"Do it for me, David, please.” She thought his hesitation . 
meant that he was going to resist again. She took his hand 
ind held it between her own two hands with their delicate ar- 
tlitic fingers. She kissed the hand she held. 

David sighed. He felt it was pointless not to give in. It was, 
after all, conceivable that they could spend more time in de- | 
hating whether or not.to go than it would take to make the 
vinit. He kissed her gently on the forehead and said, “O.K., 
yer win.” He acquiesced. “We’ll go. But you better finish 
lxing your lipstick first. You never did get it done the second 
time around, and it looks pretty silly the way it is.” 

“Oh, you . . . you big lug.” She gave him a shove and hur- 
fled into the bedroom. “I promise we won't stay long, though. 
Who knows, maybe it isn’t anything serious and Percy’s not 
worried any longer.” 

"Tl never understand you women. All this debate because 
Porcy’s so worried about something and, when I finally give 
in, you decide she’s probably not worried after all.” 

“TIL feel better after we talk to her, anyway,” Angie as- 
iured him. She threw over her shoulders a turquoise cardigan 
with an orange border and headed for the door. ~ 


Once they had arrived, it was easy for David to see that 
Angie had been absolutely on target about Percy. She was 
leeply troubled, that was obvious. She wasn’t very good at 
hiding her feelings, so it was easy to tell when something dis- 
lurbed her greatly. Normally a warm, happy, outgoing 
woman, she became quite reserved and withdrawn when she 
was troubled. She seemed to search deep within herself for 
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white; it can’t be striped,” David asserted, ever the Be ctical ; 


scientist. 


“But there’s also gray, David,” 
°'s al 3 ,” added Percy. “In th 
oS. ae s still a large gray area that defies slnasion z 
, cold, factual terms. Certain things must be explained by 


faith or belief, or even instinct, if you prefer. There’s no 


other way to reconcile them.” 
eas eee peer fall apart when placed under a 
; reful examination, so int 
the faith or belief area t Dee ae 
f o keep from admitting i g 7 
David was not to be easily persuaded. Wel 
No, David, that’s not what I mean.at all,” she explained 


slowly, carefully, wanting desperately to make him under- 


stand, to make them all unde 

and, 1 rstand. “There ar i 

eer ee lag are certain happenings ce eae a 
ain because we don’t completel 

them. I’ve never 1 eres ee 

fe aiiae seen a ghost, but‘that doesn’t prove there is 

Angie started a little at Percy’ i, i 
ee ok rey’s remark. “Why did you say 
ee ites at made you talk of ghosts? Is that what’s 
No” —P 66 
ce ercy shook her head—“I only meant it as an ex- 
“But that must have somethi i 
f n ing to do with i 
wouldn't have mentioned a ghost. Am I in ioe fr e 
ag eae pressed for an answer. uy 
really didn’t mean anything b 
dn’ 1 y that remark. e 
ee it. It was just the first thing that pat 5m 
an e Ld 667. 4 a 
SU eae xample,” answered Percy. “I’m sorry if it 
“But was that what you saw?” Angi 
i v yu saw?” Angie asked her again. 
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Mind, Percy. I think you’re a dear girl, and a better couple of 
hlaws I couldn’t find if I hand-picked them, but, Gordon,” 
is turned to appeal to his brother-in-law, “really, there’s just 
fi sense to any of this. Percy doesn’t want Angie to make 
he trip because she thought she saw something in a blinding 
lash this afternoon that frightened her, but she doesn’t know 
understand what she saw. Now, what kind of a case would 
t be in a court of law? What would you make of that 
sy evidence?” David asked. 
- Gordon took a long sip of his drink and looked at David 
Very carefully as it went down. Rolling the glass back and 
forth between his palms, he chose his words with particular 


gare. 

“David,” he said, “we know you love Angie. We think you 
fealize that we love her, too. So far, so good. What concerns 
js all in one way or another is that she remains happy and 
well. Now for Percy. I love her very much... and so does 
Angie, I’m sure. I've known Percy, well, most of my life I 
fluess. We grew up together, went to school together. In spite 
of what you apparently think, she’s not given to flights of 
fancy.” 

Brion rose from his seat and began to pace slowly in 
front of the glass doors, sipping occasionally at the drink in 
his hand. He knew that he, too, was trying to explain the 
nexplainable to a man who was accustomed to dealing with 
fact and only fact. 

“I know,” he began, then decided to strengthen the state- 
ment, “I am certain—just as certain as I know I’m standing 
here in the living room of my own house, just as certain as I 
am that this is my own hand, or that my lungs fill with air 
when I inhale and expel air when I exhale—that’s how cer- 
tain I am that there is a special invisible bond between these 
two sisters. I can’t tell you why it’s so or how it’s so, but I’ve 
seen it happen. I know it works. There’s no other explanation 
for certain events. It’s so real I can almost touch it. And to 
make it even harder for you to understand, it only happens 
when Angie is in danger, and the feeling or idea or warn- 

ing—call it what you will—only comes to Percy. Angie has 
never been warned about anything that’s about to happen to 
Percy. It’s a strange phenomenon. It hasn’t happened often in 
their lives, but each time, if Percy hadn’t stopped Angie from 
whatever she was about to do, it could have been very seri- 
ous, possibly even fatal, for Angie. This afternoon, when An- . 
gie told Percy she was going to New York, Percy had a pre- 
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monition, saw a disaster, actually. If we ignore that warning, | 
it could be courting danger. Those are the hard, cold facts «1: 
I see them, David. Like it or not, that’s what I firmly 
believe.” : 

“All right, Gordon,” David replied. “Those are the facts, ai 
you see them. But it seems to me they’re sprinkled with an 
enormous amount of coincidence. Angie told me about the 
other times Percy supposedly saved her life. I know about the 
boat incident; I was there. But that, too, could have been 
mere coincidence. Just because someone else in the canoe wai 
run down doesn’t prove it would have happened if Angie and 
I were in the boat. Maybe I could have gotten out of the way 
in time. The problem with your theory is that it has never 
been tested the other way. I admit there’s a special bond be 
tween your wife and mine, but I’m just not willing to admit 
it’s anything more than sisterly affection. And I certainly | 
haven’t heard anything to convince me that I’m putting my 
wife in danger by taking her to New York with me. She won’t 
be wandering around the slums or any other unsavory area of 
the city either alone or with anyone else. She’s going to roam 
through the stores and wander along Broadway, Fifth Avenue, 
like any other tourist, probably see Rockefeller Center, St. Pat- 
rick’s Cathedral, the museums and galleries. You know, just 
the standard places for sightseeing. She'll be surrounded by 
hundreds of other people. I think she has enough good sense 
not to go down some strange dark alley by herself. There’ll 
be other wives there, too. If I can’t be with her at night, she, 
at least, won’t be alone. So I don’t see the reason for all this 
worty.” 

Percy sat quietly until he was finished, then she studied her 
glass for a minute while Angie studied her. 

Turning to his wife suddenly, David asked, “You do still 
want to go, don’t you, darling?” 

“Yes, I do,” she said. “I really do... only 1...” Breaking 
off, she stood and moved slowly across the room to Percy, to 
sit on the floor in front of her. “Percy, tell me just exactly 
what you saw in your vision this afternoon, every single, little 
detail. It’s about me, so I have a right to know.” 

Percy sighed heavily. She felt she was carrying a great bur- 
den on her shoulders . . . her sister’s life, maybe. 

“Angie, I don’t like that word ‘vision,’ at least not in rela- 
tion to this kind of thing. It has a spiritual sound to it that I 
don’t feel applies to me. I’ve never claimed to have visions. 
That’s for Joan of Arc or Sister Bernadette. I just get ... oh 


36 


; “again, and I tried to stretc 


ou could call them.” She 
Oe took on the table next to her 
“What I saw—and I 


.. warnings, OF pe 
rained her glass an 
thai sched again. She felt weary. 4 ; 
ee ee leads, David. It’s just like my looking at yo 


c Angie in New York. I 
feat Baan kaw. ey Ney York. I don’t remember 
han 


any particular land: 
pny way. 
@treet in 
oice, too. Someon 
was; it might even 
opped for a 
‘didn’t seem to 
Ywoman’s voice. 
She seemed to 
her mind. 
this time. Finally, | 
¢ ch her. I couldn’t stop her. I just 
es He he oer on into the blackness, into just 


i red.” 
i sat calmly walked away and disappeal : 
pothingnes vied, “That's "a? That’s all there is to it? Isn't 
i re?” 
MNO, ee tied desperately to hold ee inne you 
alked straight into this great void... this no a a pane F 
4 “But always before, it was 4 definite inci ae 2 ae 
ific,” Angie argued. “What makes you feel t ie A 
ber warnings? This is just sO.-- hg peer e : ve 
i ful. It could mean almos thing. ae 
Bee ee wust a feeling ... not really a warning at all?” s 


Angie,” David said. “That's fa 
it. It’s no more than ae Pou et ee Oe ee 
general, too nebulous. © ae 
way they can disappea: ee cae te 


ked. ees 
a “Thats the trouble with it, 


actly 
It’s just ae 

id. There’s no ¢ 
epic may drown of get hit by a car, 


sae aaphen 3 Te 
Pease Fe ate you didn’t leave anything out, peti 
Gordon ated Percy. “Maybe you've Eee oe a 
Be 1d be important, like a street sign. Or could y ue 
i pe ilding? Do you think it means she should Hee re 
eet Think, honey. Did she ee ne A eee ee 
__, like into a hole in e : 
Be» Goidon was trying very hard to pull the whole thing 


37 


together for his wife. He believed all his wife had said, bul 
he, too, felt it was somehow incomplete, like a puzzle with a 
crucial piece or two missing. 

“No, I haven’t overlooked anything, and I haven’t forgot 
ten anything. God, I’ve been over it enough times in my 
mind today to be able to recite it backward in my sleep 
There’s just nothing more to it. I’ve told you everything. No, 
it wasn’t a hole or a pool, and she didn’t go down anyway. It 
was pure and simply an empty space and nothing else, just a 
great black nothingness. I don’t know why I can’t make any- 
thing more specific out of it. God knows I want to. And | 
know damn well that it’s more than just a feeling. I actually 
saw it happen. I was there as it happened. That’s not some 
nebulous feeling. . . . There’s nothing emotional or psy- 
chotic about it. It’s just as much of a warning as all the other 
times.” Percy was getting upset with every one of them for 
not having the same reaction to this that she did, and she was 
more than a little upset with herself for not being able to 
grasp hold of the whole thing and drag the meaning out of it. 

€re was something wrong, something missing, something 
she didn’t understand: and no amount of turning it over and 
Over in her mind was going to clear it up. She couldn’t tell 
what the puzzle meant without that missing piece. | 

Percy looked at her sister unhappily. “I’m sorry, Angie. 
Pm truly sorry. That’s all I can say. I had hoped to be able to 
make some sense out of it by tonight, but that’s all there is. I 
didn’t mean to spoil your. fun, but your trip will have to wait 
till next time. You do see that, don’t you?” 

Angie didn’t answer. David did. “The one clear warning, if 
you want to call it that, that I see from the whole story is 
that Angie shouldn’t ever walk down a dark street alone in 
New York. Whatever is supposed to happen to her will hap- 
pen when she’s alone. That should be easy to avoid. Suppose 
we alrange it so that she’s never left on her own ‘during the 
whole trip. Wouldn’t that settle it?” 

Angie stood up. She had been crouched in front of Percy 
for some time and didn’t realize how her muscles ached until 
now. “How could you arrange that, David?” she asked. “You 
have to go to all those meetings. It would be ridiculous to 
drag me along, and I might as well stay here as stay locked 
up in some hotel room in New York. ’m a little too big to 
hire a babysitter. It might be better if we called the whole 
thing off.” 

“But all the plans have been made. The plane reservations, 
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the hotel—I took care of all that this afternoon. I can’t 
Gancel everything before morning,” David protested. “Honey, 
I have an idea. You remember that I’ve mentioned Sam and 
Claire White, those friends with a brownstone house in New 
York? They’re terrific people. I wanted to try to see them 
While we were there anyway. Claire’s a lot of fun, easy to be 
With and really knows her way around the city. Why don’t I 

lve them a call and see if Claire will take you in tow when 
a busy? I don’t have to tell her why; I’ll just say that it 
Would be nice if you had a guide. What do you think, Percy? 
Does that sound all right? As long as Angie has someone 
with her, there’s no need to worry, right?” 

“Oh, David,” Angie responded, “she’s sure to be busy. If 
the’s one of those career women, she’s bound to be too in- 
Volved to get free on a day’s notice.” j 

“She has one of those jobs with flexible hours, I think. 
Sometimes she works long hours, and then when things are 
tlow, she’s freer. Some kind of consultant work, I think. 
Anyhow, it’s worth a try. If she’s not busy, then we'll be all 
fet. Don’t you agree, Percy?” he persisted. 

Percy didn’t answer. Looking at her, Gordon could tell she 
Was torn by indecision. She was confused by everything that 
felated to this particular warning. She didn’t understand, so 
how could she trust anything? It sounded like a good solu- 
tion, but she couldn’t be sure. Gordon sat on the arm of her 
Chair and took her hand. ; 

“It really sounds like a sensible suggestion, hon. If this 
Claire is available, she just might be the perfect watchdog. 
And according to your explanation, as long as Angie has 
Someone with her, there’s no need to worry. It’s only when 
she’s alone that she might be in danger. I say, let them go 
fhead and call,” Gordon suggested. : 

“I suppose you're right, Gordon. I feel kind of responsible 
because I’m the one with the premonition. But as long as 
she’s with someone, there shouldn’t be any danger. Go ahead 
and call your friend, David. See if she can arrange her 
schedule to show Angie around. Then we’ll all feel better, I 
guess,” Percy said. - : : 

“Good.” David gave her an encouraging smile. “You'll 
Teally like them, honey. They’re nice people,” he said to An- 

ie. 
4 “Do you mind if I call from here, Gordon? Yl bill it to 
our home phone, but I thought everybody might feel better if 
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they knew the answer as soon as possible. And we can get 
this thing settled and all get a good night’s sleep.” 

“Go ahead, David,” said Gordon. “Pll even pay the bill for 
this call, and gladly.” 

David headed for the kitchen phone with Angie right 
beside him. 

Percy rose from her chair. “I think Tll gO up and see if the 
children are asleep,” she told Gordon. The children were 
Linda, age ten and very female in spite of the best efforts of 
the outside world to liberate her from that fact, and Bobby, a 
twelve-year-old tiger, terror of the school baseball team, all 
around terrific athlete, and natural-born enemy of his 
mother’s clean kitchen floor. 

“IT really gave them a hard time this evening. They knew I 
wasn’t in a good mood. But Bobby dragged enough mud into 
this place to plant an indoor garden.” Gordon smiled at her. 
He understood exactly what she meant. “I’d kind of like to 
kiss them good night, awake or asleep.” 

“Tl go with you, hon. I know you’ve had a rough time. 
But don’t worry about the kids. Tomorrow it will all be for- 
gotten. I’m sorry you have this thing, whatever you want to 
call it. It’s not worth the strain it puts on you,” Gordon said. 

Then he took her hand, and together they peeked in on 
each child, fast asleep. Percy bent to kiss them on: the head, 
stroking their hair as she did so and whispering softly, “I love 
you,” to each one. Closing the doors to both their bedrooms 
as quietly as possible, she turned to Gordon and said, 
“They're still adorable when they’re asleep, aren’t they? 
That’s one thing I’ll miss when they’re grown up.” 

“Me, too,” he agreed. “It’s about the only time Bobby is 
ever quiet.” 

Percy smiled and nodded. She leaned against Gordon there 
‘in the hall for a moment, feeling completely used up. He put 
one atm around her and patted her protectively. 

“TI love you, too, honey, and I’m going to hate to see you 
ever completely grow up. You’re quite wonderful the way 
you are.” 

‘She lifted her face to him and smiled. “Thanks, I needed 
that,” she said, kissing him lightly on the nose. She felt 
relaxed for the first time since she had spoken to Angie that 
afternoon. It was a relief to have the tension broken, if not 
completely ended. It was very comforting to have Gordon 
put his arms around her. How agonizingly tired she was. 
It seemed like a long time that they were standing there. 
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At last he said, “Let’s go see how David and Angie made out 
With. her chaperone.” . 
Arm in arm they went down the steps to find David and 
Angie in the living room, all full of smiles and good spirits. 
David was seated on the sofa, but Angie was on her feet, al- 
most dancing around the room. Seeing Percy and Gordon, 
Sherushed to them. . 
» “Oh, Percy, Claire said she’d love to show me around New 
)York. She only has one or two things on her schedule for next 
week, and she can clear them up easily. She loves art, too, 
fand enjoys sightseeing. Isn’t that super? It’s all set. Every- 
thing’s working out perfectly. I can go after all, and you 
won't have to lose a-single minute’s sleep worrying about me. 
David talked to them first, then I talked to Claire, and she 
teally sounds nice. I like her already. Oh, it’s exciting. I feel 
like celebrating again.” Angie fairly gushed out the news. 
It was nice to see her so happy. Percy kissed her sister on 
the cheek. “That’s all taken care of then, I guess. Yes, Angie, 
T do think it’s great, and I am thrilled for you. It should be a 
lot more fun with someone who knows where to go and what 
' to see.” 
’ She walked over to David and took his hand. “Tm sorry, 
David, that I gave you such a hard time, but to me it’s a very 
) serious thing, a matter of life and death, really. I value An- 
) Bie’s life almost as highly as you do, I think. Anyway, it’s all 
resolved, and I’m glad. Please forgive me.” 
“I understand, sis,” he answered, then thought better of the 
Statement. “Well, not really, I suppose, but I do appreciate 
‘your concern. And I know it’s terribly serious for you. Any- 
one could see that. I’m sorry I can’t agree with you, can’t 
share your intense belief in these visions or warnings Or what- 
ever you want to call them, but I guess I’m just a hard-nosed 
/Tealist and always will be. Anyhow, I’m glad everything 

worked out as it did. I think Angie will have more fun with 
) Claire than on her own or with a touring group of wives. If 
‘you two don’t object, though, I prefer to postpone the 


| celebration till we get back. I have a lot of reading I ought to 


) get done tonight, and I’m tired already. You don’t mind too 
) much, do you, Angie?” he asked, turning his full attention to 
_ her. 

“Of course I don’t mind too much—just a little maybe,” 


{ she teased, happy that it had all been settled as easily and as 


well as it had. Casually, she walked to the sofa, picked up her 


P| Cardigan, then turned to David and took his arm. It was 
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enough that she was going with him after all. The champagne 
could wait until they got back. 

Percy and Gordon followed them to the door, saying good 
night along the way. At the door they paused for a minute to 
say good night and good-bye. “David, you promised never to 
leave her alone, unprotected. Keep that promise for me.... 
Please,” Percy said to him. 

“Don’t worry, Percy, that’s one promise I intend to keep. 
You know, maybe I don’t believe in your premonitions, but I 
don’t believe in taking umnecessary chances, either.” He 
kissed her on the cheek, shook hands with Gordon, who 
wished them both a good trip, and helped Angie into the car. 

As their car pulled out of the driveway, Gordon looked at 
his wife. There was a slight mist of tears welling up in her 
eyes. “You're still worried, aren’t you, dear?” he asked qui- 
etly. 

“Yes,” she answered him. “There’s something wrong, some- 
thing horribly wrong with this trip, and I don’t know what it 
is. I’m sorry she’s going, but there’s nothing I can do to stop 
her. So I'll just have to wait and worry until she gets back... 
if she comes back. That’s what’s really bothering me, I 
think.” 


Together they turned and closed the door behind them. 


Percy went directly to bed. Gordon insisted on straightening 


up the house for her before going up. When he finally fin- 
ished and made it up to their bedroom, Percy was already 
asleep, tossing and turning restlessly. Even asleep, there was 
to be no real rest for Percy for some time to come. 
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Chapter II 


“Hey, sleepy head, it’s time to wake up.” The softly spoken 
Words made their way through the dim warm haze of Angie’s 
Consciousness, barely penetrating the surface ... deep enough 
Yo disturb but not deep enough to arouse her. Without open- 
ing her eyes, she rolled over, hugging the pillow, and was 
vabout to lapse again into the blissful sleep that had been in- 
terrupted when simultaneously she became aware of the mar- 
elous aroma of freshly brewed coffee and a gentle kiss on 
the back of her neck. Turning her head and peering through 
Whe slits of her eyes, she saw David, standing beside the bed. 

“He was fully clothed and had placed a tray on her night 
stand which held two cups of steaming coffee and a plate of 
golden buttered toast. “Holy cow, what time is it?” Her mind 
suddenly snapped to attention as she sat upright in bed. 

“It’s nine-thirty,” responded David. 

“How could you let me sleep so late?” 

“I just didn’t have the heart to wake you. You were so 
peaceful this morning, after what I take was a rather rough 
night,” he replied. 

“No, I didn’t sleep too well,” she answered. “How did you 
know?” 

“You did a lot of tossing and turning,” he said matter-of- 
factly. 

“Does that mean you didn’t sleep either?” 

“I had a rather good night’s sleep. I wasn’t really awake, 
just aware.” 

“Oh,” she answered. “I’m sorry.” She propped the pillows 
up behind her back as he handed her a cup of coffee. “I may 
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sleep late every morning if I can get service like this,” she 
Said with a smile. 

“No you don’t. Next time it’s my turn,” he joked, kissing 
her on the forehead. “Did you have a teally bad night, 
honey?” 

; “Well, it’s not the best I’ve ever spent.” She tried to sound 

flippant. She was determined to be lighthearted about the 
whole thing. “It’s wonderful how a bright sunshiny morning 
can make all your worries and apprehensions seem like a 
waste of time, though, isn’t it?” She reached out with her 
free hand and took his. 
f David leaned over to her and kissed her full on the mouth. 
“Angie, would you prefer not to go along? I.didn’t intend to 
sound like a pushy, domineering male last night, but in think- 
ing about it, I guess that’s just the way it came out. If this 
warning of Percy’s scares you, there’s time to change your 
mind. I Just want you to know it’s still possible to cancel ev- 
erything in spite of what I said last night. It’s just that I 
worked so darn hard yesterday to get everything worked out 
that it made me sore when I thought you didn’t want to 
come. Of course, I’ll be disappointed, but I will understand. I 
love you very much, and more than anything else in the 
world, I want you to be happy, not frightened, honey.” 

“Oh, David, thank you. You really are wonderful,” she an- 
swered, giving his hand a very affectionate squeeze. “I’m not 
worried anymore, and I wouldn’t miss being with you for 
anything in the world.” 

“Good.” He grinned at her. “That’s what I was hoping you 
would say, but I felt I had to give you a choice. However, if 
you’re going with me, you’d better get out of that bed and 
shake a leg. It’s getting late, and we haven’t finished packing. 
Come on.” He threw back the covers and grabbed her by the 
leg, giving it a slight tug. She grabbed the coffee cup with 
both hands to keep from spilling the contents all over herself 
and the bed, too. 

Z “Hey, cut that out,” she half-laughed and half-screamed. 

All right. I’m up. I’m up.” Quickly draining the contents of 
the cup, she set it down on the tray. “All right. I’m ready to 
start the day, now.” 

“That’s my girl,” David said. “You get dressed while I fix 
breakfast. Fair enough?” 

“Fair enough. What are we having?” 

“A creation, which, roughly translated, means I don’t know 
yet. See you in the kitchen.” 
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David enjoyed creating in the kitchen and, fortunately, was 

& very accomplished chef. Considering the mess he left in his 

wake, it’s a good thing that he was. Breakfast turned out to 

‘be sausage, omelet Gran’mere, and toasted English muffins 
/with grapefruit marmalade and more fresh coffee. They lin- 
) gered over the morning meal as long as they dared, then they 


th plunged into the task of cleaning up the kitchen. 
_ It took almost two hours for them to finish packing, Angie 
working at the suitcases and David at his briefcase. Then 
) they double-checked to make certain all the services had been 
' notified to stop delivery. Finally, Angie did the few chores 
T necessary to put the house in good shape for their return. At 
' Jast she sat down and looked around her. “‘That’s it, I guess. 
/ Why don’t you put the things in the car while I tidy up my 
| make-up and get dressed.” 
’ Dutifully, David closed the book he was reading and put 
/ on his jacket. He tried stacking the suitcases on his arms the 
way he had seen redcaps do, but they kept slipping one way 
Jor another and he couldn’t hold on to them. So he wound up 
Making them to the car two at a time, shaking his head over 
Ais lack of juggling skill. By the time he had the luggage 
‘tucked into its proper place in the car, Angie appeared, look- 
jing quite pert and pretty in a soft apple-green, lightweight 
‘Jinen suit. The blouse she wore with it was a fresh, crisp 
white voile with a delicate green and yellow design. On her 
head she had plopped a small but floppy-brimmed natural- 
straw hat with a yellow scarf banded around it. Accustomed 
as David was to her unusually striking good looks, at times 
‘even he was taken by surprise. The color she had chosen was 
extremely becoming. Besides, he was used to seeing her in 
paint-covered clothes. Now he let out a long appreciative 
whistle and said, “(Can this be the woman who only yesterday 
complained of having nothing to wear? Honey, you look ter- 
tific. Nobody will ever guess you’re a plain housewife from 
Newport, Iowa. . . . Well, I take back that plain part. There’s 
certainly nothing plain about you, my girl.” 

“That’s the kind of talk I like to hear, Mr. Browning,” she 
answered. “Just see that you don’t treat me like a plain house- 
wife from Iowa, then.” 

“Boy scout’s honor,” he said as he backed the car carefully 
out of the drive and headed for the highway. “How are you 


| feeling about the trip now, honey? More relaxed?” 
: “Not relaxed, excited,” she answered. 
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“No more worry, no more apprehension?” he wanted to 
know. 

“Not in the slightest. ’'m not going to let anything spoil 
our fun. I’ve decided we’re going to enjoy every single minute 
of this trip. So I don’t want to hear about, or even think 
about, anything going wrong. I’m determined to think positive 
thoughts, and you’re going to, also. We'll send Percy such ter- 
rific vibrations she’ll wish she came with us.” 

“That’s a deal,” he answered and gave her an approving 
smile. 

The trip to the Chicago airport went exactly according to 
David’s time schedule . . . a good sign, they decided. They 
parked and locked their car in the lot, checked their bags 
through with no trouble, even had time for a cup of coffee 
and a stroll around the airport gift shop before boarding the 
plane. Angie’s mood became brighter and more carefree with 
each passing minute. : 

Boarding the plane, David arranged for her to sit by the 
window. He thought if she could watch the scene below, it 
might keep her mind off anything else for the length of the 
trip. He held her hand as they watched the ground slowly 
drop away from under them until everything became part of 
a miniature village far beneath them. 

The drone of the engines, the lack of sleep the night be- 
fore, and the soothing assurance of having David holding 
her hand, all contributed to a pleasant peaceful drowsiness. 
Before long, Angie’s head began to drop until it rested on 
David’s shoulder as she fell asleep. He declined the meal 
offered him by the stewardess and refused to waken Angie 
for hers. 

We'll have a very special intimate dinner, just the two of 
us, he thought. She needs the rest a, lot more than she needs 
food right now. I wish Percy hadn’t said anything, but I 
know she felt she was doing the right thing. Oh, well. Some- 
where in the back of his own mind, Percy’s warning tena- 
ciously lurked, and as hard as he tried to put it out of his 
thoughts entirely, it popped back in to haunt him in un- 
guarded moments. Maybe Angie shouldn’t have come, he ar- 
gued with himself. But it’s silly to live your life according to 
someone else’s feelings about you. It’s even silly for me to 
think about it. Nothing’s going to happen to her. She’s going 
to be more carefully guarded than she would be at home. 
Forcing his thoughts back to practical matters, he wished he 
had carried at least one book with him instead of packing 
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them all in his briefcase. I could certainly use something to 
fead now, he thought. If I could catch the stewardess, maybe 
Icould get a magazine. That thought appealed to him, but 
the stewardesses were busy elsewhere. It didn’t seem worth 
Waking his wife just to get himself reading material if he 
Wasn’t willing to wake her for a meal. At last, David, too, 
flosed his eyes and drifted into sleep, still holding tightly to 
"Angie’s hand. 
| Shortly before they were due to land, David wakened. 
Looking out the window, he saw the city of New York com- 
Wng into view below them. He was still impressed with the 
Wtight and size of it every time he came. 
) “If you look out your window, you'll see New York below 
jyou,” he whispered in Angie’s ear. 
j Slowly she opened her eyes and said, “Are we there al- 
‘ready?” 
i “You slept most of the way,” David told her. “Look out 
‘the window and see.” 
i, She turned her head to do as he told her. Sure enough, 
Hdown below them was New York sprawled out like a lazy 
Peiant at rest. The sun was beginning to set in the sky, casting 
Va golden pink and purple glow on the water of the river be- 
jlow. Lights were being turned on all over the city. Angie’s 
pst sight of New York was like a mammoth convention of 
Mireflies at dusk. 
) “It’s so big, David,” she gasped. igs ; 
| 4 “A little bigger than Newport, I guess,” he said with his 
/ Unique audible smile. : 
i “Oh, you know what I mean. I expected it to be big, of 
‘course, but this must be enormous,” she said, the surprise still 
vin her voice. 
1) “Wait until you’re down. there on the streets, then you get 
|Wa feeling of the bigness of the place. It’s almost like you’re 
ijust swallowed up by the city.” Z 
) She turned to him abruptly, a frown on her pretty face, 
} somewhat drained of it’s customary healthy color. “Don’t say 
ithat, David, even if you do mean it as a joke.” 
y “I’m sorry, Angie. I didn’t mean anything by it. I didn’t 
veven intend it for a joke; it just slipped out. Come on, now, I 
(thought we were going to be determinedly cheerful.” Seeing it 
still disturbed her, he cupped her chin in his hand and smiled 
into her troubled eyes. She grinned back at him rather sheep- 
y ishly. 
“Pn sorry, David. Hard as I try, I guess I’m still a little 
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edgy about the whole thing. I think I’ll call Percy as soon as 
we're settled in-the hotel. I know she’s worried. After that, | 
promise I won’t think about it again for the whole trip,” she 
assured him, turning back to watch the lights coming at them 
faster and faster, closer and closer until they were, at last, 
down on the ground with a slight bump. The head stewardess 
picked up the microphone and announced their arrival in 
New York City, wished them a pleasant stay, and hoped tke 
passengers had had a pleasant flight. 

The drive into the city was fascinating for Angie as their 
taxi zipped along the expressway, through the midtown tun- 
nel, and onto the city streets with their frantic, bustling traf- 
fic. Her head bobbed from side to side as she made the im- 
possible effort of trying to see everything on both sides of the 
street. Afraid she might not get back to this area again, she 
wanted to see everything the first time. There were so many 
people, so many shops, so much traffic, so much happening. 
She relaxed a little after they had gone only a few blocks in 
the city. It was too much for her to digest all at once, she 
had to admit to herself. 

“Oh, David, it’s so exciting, so—I don’t know what—vital, 
alive, all those cliche expressions. That’s what it really is. } 
love it,” she told him. 

“Angie, you’re such a dear.” David laughed. “You’ve only 
seen a few blocks. How can you love it when you haven’t seen 
it yet?” 

“I don’t care,” she insisted. “There’s a feeling about it. 

That’s enough for me. I know I’m going to love it.” 

_ At last they were settled in their hotel room. Angie 
bubbled over with excitement and anticipation and plans. 
David found her reactions both delightful and amusing. It 
seemed his wife was, after all, still only a child at heart, no 
matter what her exterior might indicate. 

While Angie unpacked and hung up their clothing, David 
placed a call to Percy and Gordon in Davenport. 

“Hello, Gordon. This is David. We thought you and Percy 
would like to know that we made it safe and sound... . Yes, 
it was a very good flight. Smooth and clear all the way, no 
problems. ... We’re getting settled into the hotel right now, 
then we’re going out for a bite to eat. Angie fell asleep on the 
plane so we passed up the in-flight meal. . . . She’s fine, loving 
just everything, of course. She wants to have a word with 
Percy if she’s handy; just a minute.” 

Angie eagerly took the phone from his outstretched hand. 
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“Hi, Percy. Everything’s fine, just marvelous. You can’t imag- 
ine how exciting it is. I never dreamed it could be $0000000 
big... . How are you? . . . Good. I’m not at all worried, so I 
don’t want you to worry either. We'll take extra care, honest- 
ly. I promise. ... Oh... . You haven’t? Well, it’s just as well. I 
think it would be better if you didn’t try anymore. Maybe it 
was just a passing thing and didn’t have any real relationship 


to this trip after all... . Anyhow, I’m not going to be alone, 
so don’t think about it, Percy. I won’t do anything foolish; 
trust me. .. . Good. . . . Thanks, and we’ll call you again in 


a few days. Bye.” Carefully,, Angie placed the phone in its 
receiver and turned to David. 

“Well?” he said, expectantly. 

“She’s still worried, of course, but she was trying not to up- 
set me. It was funny because we were each trying to reassure 
the other. She said she’s been making a deliberate effort to 
get some kind of image back, but it hasn’t come. So who 
knows, maybe the danger’s over, thanks to Claire.” 

“That’s what I tried to get across last night,” he answered. 

“I know. She told me to have a great time but to be cau- 
tious,” finished Angie. x 

“And that’s exactly what we’re going to do, honey, he 
said, embracing her. “Now, what shall we do about dinner? 
I'm getting starved. Would vou like to eat out or in?” 

“You mean eat here in the room?” 

“We could if you’d like to.” 

“Where do we eat if we eat out?” she asked. : 

“There’s an excellent restaurant right in this hotel. if you 
like. or we can hunt for some little out of the way spot with 
foreign food. Or if you really feel like splurging, we could go 
to one of the larger, more expensive restaurants. It all de- 
pends on what you feet like doing.” 

“Well, since we have to eat for the next couple of weeks, 
let’s not blow it all on one dinner. The superexpensive places 
are out, no matter how special. And, if you don’t mind, Td 
rather not go too far from home base on our first night here, 
so I vote to eat in the restaurant downstairs if it’s really good. 
I'd like to build up my courage gradually.” : 

“Tis a very good restaurant and a very good idea from a 

wife,” David replied. 
D Si0a pe don’t mind?” she. persisted. Now that she 
thought about it, it seemed a little foolish. Wherever they 
went in this city, there were sure to be people. : : 

He kissed her tenderly. Po'4ing her in his arms with her 
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head nestled against him, he told her, “Darling, I don’t mind 


she raised her hea 


d to kiss him again, a kiss that 
Ous to be alive 
better than any 


isn’t it marvel 


and together at t 


his very minu 
Words she could h 


Angie found the bri 
tables of the two restau 
ful. I almost Wish we 


ght umbrellas shelt 
rants irresistible, 
had eaten here. 


ering the outside 
“David, how delight- 
Could we come here 


you like to have lunch here tomorrow?” he 


perfect way to 
for a ride in a 


was the ideal time 
inutes, Angie closed 


days when traveling by 


only alternative’ to traveling by foot. How pleasant and 
uncomplicated life must have been, she thought, savoring 


to the busy city streets surrounding it, but Angie was jolted 
back to reality by the noise of a transistor radio from another 
hansom cab as it passed them. All too soon, the trip was over 
and they were back into the garish, noisy, brightly lit city 
again. Stepping down from the cab, Angie sighed, “Don’t you 
wish it could have gone on forever?” 

“Would you like to do something else? Want to go to a 
ee Or g0 wandering through Greenwich Village?” David 
asked. 

“I don’t think so. I'd rather save something for tomorrow. 
And I’d prefer to see Greenwich Village in the daytime.” 

“But night is when the Village really comes alive.” 

“Anyway, I think ’m ready to go back to the hotel,” An- 
gie told him. 

“Are you tired? Would you like to take a taxi?” David of- 
fered. 

“No, I feel fine, really, relaxed and a little tired, but not 
too tired to walk,” she replied. 

Later, as she drifted off to sleep, she thought how pleasant 
and easy it had all been. There’s really nothing to be afraid 
of, she thought. I know if Percy could see what it’s really 
like, she wouldn’t worry about that vision. Someday we’ve got 
to get Percy and Gordon to make a trip to New York with 
us. What fun that would Be. I could be Percy’s guide around 
the city. I'd like that, she thought dreamily. 


Angie was the first one awake in the morning. Climbing 
out of bed, she tiptoed across the carpeted: floor to the 
bathroom. As she closed the door, she glanced back at the 
figure of her husband, still sleeping soundly in the bed next to 
the one she had vacated. Why is it, she wondered, that there’s 
a special pleasure in watching someone you love sleeping? I 
Wonder if it’s because only you can share that special inti- 
macy with them. She quietly closed the door and turned on 
the shower. She let the water run long enough to make certain 
it was a pleasant temperature—she wasn’t very fond of cold 
showers—then removing her nightgown, she carefully hung it 
with her robe on the hook beside the tub and stepped into the 
Strong spray of warm water. Feeling the water streaming over 
her was refreshing, invigorating. She felt like singing, but 
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fought down the impulse, not wanting to waken David before 
he was Teady to start the day. When she finished, she rubbed 
herself briskly and splashed on a light layer of cologne and a 
fine dusting of powder. She brushed her hair: quickly and ap- 
plied a light coat of pink lipstick, then she walked back into 
the room to wait for David to waken. But David was already 
up and talking to someone on the telephone when she entered 
the room. 

“I didn’t expect you to be awake yet,” she said when he 
finished and put down the receiver. 

“But I am,” he replied, coming to her to kiss her good 
morning. “How are you this morning, darling?” 

“Never felt better. Who in the world would you be talking 
on the phone to at this hour of the morning, though?” She 
couldn’t imagine who it might be so early on Sunday morn- 
ing. 

“I knew you were up, so I called room service to send up 

breakfast for us. Do you approve?” 
_ “There’s something very clandestine about having breakfast 
im a hotel room with a man, even if he is your own 
husband,” Angie commented, really quite pleased with the 
whole idea. 

“It'll take them a while, so I'm going to have myself a 
quick shower,” David told her. 

It wasn’t very long before David reappeared from the 
shower, wearing a green and white checked robe. He picked 
up his watch from the chest beside the bed and looked at the 
time before putting it back on his wrist. 

_ “Do you think T'll have time to dress before breakfast ar- 
tives?” Angie wanted to know. 

“It’s hard to tell,” David answered. “Why don’t you wait?” 

That turned out to be very good advice because he had 
barely finished the statement when the waiter arrived with 
their breakfast. Wheeling the table with it’s beautifully clean 
white linen across the room, he set it in front of the window 
and drew open the drapes. When he had finished, he asked if 
there was anything else they would care for. Would they like 
him to bring the Sunday papers? David declined because they 
wanted to start sightseeing as soon as they had eaten, and the 
Papers would only delay them. The waiter nodded under- 
standingly. He wished them a good morning and left. Break- 
fast was light and pleasant: David had ordered fruit, Danish 
pastry, and coffee. “Yon have to save room for that lunch I 
promised you,” he reminded her. 
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Standing at the window, looking down at the quiet traffic 
of Sunday morning, Angie sipped at the last bit of coffee in 
her breakfast cup. 

“How much do you think we can get to see today, David?” 

“A lot if we start right away and don’t run out of steam,” 
he replied. 

“Then let’s do . . . start right away, that is,” she told him. 
“I want to see all of New York before we have to leave it.” 

“Oh, that'll never happen,” responded David with that au- 
dible smile in his voice. “No way.” 

“Well, a lot of it then,” she insisted. 

“People live here all their lives and never see all of it.” 
David rose from the chair in which he was comfortably 
slumped during breakfast and stood beside his wife to look 
down at the city streets below them. “Where would you like 
to start?” he asked her in his most reasonable tone. If they 
Were going to try to see most of the city, the sensible thing 
would be to make a map or plan before they plunged in. He 
knew if he just left it to Angie, she’s plunge in before she 
planned. 

“TI suppose I’m just like all the other tourists. I want to see 
the Empire State Building, the Statue of Liberty, Broadway, 
Fifth Avenue, Lincoln Center, the UN Building, the Metro- 
politan Museum of Art, the Guggenheim.” 

“O.K., I think I get the picture,” said David. 

“You promised me lunch at one of those charming outdoor 
restaurants in Rockefeller Plaza, and I still want to see 
Greenwich Village in the daytime, and I guess we can find a 
few other things along the way,” Angie finished. 

“That’s quite a list all by itself. Don’t forget it takes a 
while to get from one place to another,” he cautioned. Then 
he took the empty cup from her hands and put it on the 
table. “Would you like some more?” 

She shook her head. “No, thanks. I’d rather get started.” 

“How do you feel about getting together with Claire and 
Sam White today? Maybe they'd like to go along for part of 
the day, and you two girls can get to know each other before 
you're left on your own. Sound like a good idea?” 

Angie turned to look at him with disappointment in her 
face. “But I thought this was going to be our day alone to- 
gether, David.” 

“It can be. If you prefer not to be with anybody else, we'll 
spend the day alone together,” he assured her. “It’s just that I 
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thought it might be easier for you if you met the Whites to- 
day while I was with you.” 

“IT guess it would, really,” she agreed. He was right, of 
course, and a smile replaced the look of disappointment on 
her face. “Only, let’s not tell them that Claire is supposed to 
be a bodyguard for me. O.K., David? I still feel a little silly 
about that, even though it’s a good idea. But if it’s hard for 
you to take Percy’s warning seriously, imagine what it would 
be like for some complete stranger.” She glided across the 
room to her husband in that special way she had and 
snuggled against him, embracing him tightly. Her voice had a 
slightly worried, slightly forlorn quality as she said, “Oh, 
David, I don’t know what’s wrong. I don’t really believe any- 
thing bad can happen to me. I know I’m not going to run 
away, and as long as you’re with me I can’t get lost. But | 
have the most terrible feeling of ... of ...I don’t know 
what... but it frightens me. It’s almost as though I felt my 
life was going to stop, and there’s nothing I can do to prevent 
it. I want to live our whole lifetime in the next few hours, the 
next few days. Isn’t it funny? I couldn’t wait to get here. 
Now I’m not sure I want to be.” 

David drew her close to him, feeling her body tremble 
slightly. She wasn’t crying; she was perfectly calm, but trem- 
bling. David stroked her hair and murmured soothing words 
to her until she grew quiet and peaceful. Then he held her at 
arm’s length and searched her face. Only in the depths of her 
eyes could he find the signs of fright. She had composed her- 
self so well. 

“Nothing’s going to happen to you, honey. I won’t let it. I 
didn’t realize you were still so. concerned about Percy’s pre 
monition. I thought it was all resolved. Why . . . yesterday it 
seemed you had completely put it out of your thoughts.” His 
voice had taken on some of the concern that she herself was 
feeling. 

“J know,” she responded. “It’s almost as if my thoughts 
were on a swing. They go back and forth and back and 
forth.” 

“Did something happen?” he asked. “Did you see some 
thing down there on the street? What is it? Angie, please tell 
me?” He was disturbed by the change in her. 

“Nothing happened. I don’t know what it is... just a 
feeling.” Then as quickly as it had come over her, the mood 
seemed to fly away. She became bright and cheerful. “Let’s 
forget it,,David. I’m edgy, that’s all. I need to get busy and 
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keep my mind off it. I think it’s a wonderful idea to call the 
Whites. Let’s do it. Maybe they'd like to go with us if they’re 
not sick of showing visitors around the city. See if they’d like 
io meet us somewhere, anywhere they think is best.” 

David was reluctant to- release her from his embrace. As 
long as he held her, nothing could happen, and she was safe. 
Unfortunately, he realized, he couldn’t hold her forever. Oh, 
damn the whole stupid mess, he thought. The edgy feeling 
feemed to be catching. Why couldn’t they just put the whole 
affair out of their minds for good? Every time they thought it 
Was conquered, it managed to come creeping back, always 
lurking somewhere on the fringes of their consciousness. 

“Look, honey,” he said, “maybe we should just hang 
fround the hotel today or see a movie, keep you off the city 
ftreets. You can fly back home tomorrow. Apparently, it’s not 
foing to be as easy to forget as we thought, and I can’t stand 
fo see you so upset. After a few days of this, your nerves are 
foing to be shot and so are mine.” 

“T should say not,” Angie insisted without a second’s pause 
to consider. “You don’t think IJ came all this way to turn 
fround and go back, do you? It was just a silly relapse for a 
Moment. I’ll be a good girl from now on, I promise. Don’t let 
{It spoil the whole visit, David. I’m sorry. Honestly, I am. Do 
you think Claire and Sam would mind if we called them 
now?” She gently pulled away from him, walked to the closet 
ind began to consider what to wear. 

David stood watching her for a few seconds. Finally, con- 
Vinced that the transformation was real and that her deter- 
mination to stay was unshakable, he decided to go ahead and 
call his friends. If what he and Angie needed was company, 
they were elected. It’s just possible that this fear is breeding 
on itself and what we could use is a little distraction, some- 
body who would talk of something else. The Whites would be 
A welcome tonic. The day would be a lot more relaxed with 
them. 

David dialed their number. It was Sam who answered the 
phone. The Whites were lounging around the house, pouring 
through the Sunday Times, a task which could occupy them 
for several hours if they really made an effort, Sam confided. 
They had given thought to going sailing but decided -against it 
0 they could wait for David’s call. Consequently, they were 
ft David’s disposal. If David and Angie couldn’t be per- 
fiiaded to spend a leisurely Sunday with the Whites in their 
hic brownstone, the Whites would immediately throw them- 
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selves together and dash to meet the two of them at their ho- 
tel. : 

“Angie wants to see a lot of things . . . all of them today, of 
course. I thought if it’s all right with you, we’d go see Lincoln 
Center and the Empire State Building this morning. We’re 
about to start now, but I promised her we’d have lunch out- 
side in Rockefeller Plaza. Why don’t you plan to join us for 
lunch? It'll give you a few extra hours to collect youselves 
and get ready. Then, we'll spend- the afternoon doing some- 
thing together. We’ll talk about it over lunch.” 

“That'll be perfect. We’ll make ourselves beautiful and join 
you at Rockefeller Plaza in . . . say about an hour and a half 
or two hours. That should give you enough time to see a cou- 
ple of things. We’ll take over from there. Think you can 
make it by then?” Sam asked his friend. 

“We'll make it,” David assured him. Angie was already 
dressed, wearing a light blue pants suit. Very sensible for 
sightseeing, David thought, and was happy to notice that she 
was wearing low-heeled walking shoes. 

It took David only minutes to put on his light blue denim 
leisure suit and slip into a pair of canvas loafers. He was anx- 
ious to get started on the sightseeing trip. 

David had been to New York several times before, but al- 
ways on business, never just to see the city. If he had seen 
any of the standard sights, it was always at the insistence of 
whoever he might be with and only half-concentrating on it 
at that. In fact, he never had been much of a tourist. Angie, 
on the other hand, never wanted to miss a thing. She was the 
one who yearned to travel. He was surprised to find himself 
totally absorbed in the beauty of the Lincoln Center complex 
with it’s strikingly beautiful modem buildings clustered 
around the square, the lovely fountains and pool. Angie de- 
cided that if they could manage it, she’d like to see a ballet 
and an opera before they went back home. They inquired 
about the guided tour of the Center, but on learning that it 
took an hour and a quarter, they decided it would be best to 
wander around on their own. Finally, they made their way to 
Broadway and caught a taxi to the Empire State Building. 
David thought that seeing the view from the observation 
tower on the eighty-sixth floor was enough for him, but Angie 
insisted on going up to the higher one on the hundred and 
second floor. In the elevator on the way up, however, she 
nearly changed her mind. The speed of the elevator made her 
catch her breath. She felt the pit of her stomach drop as the 
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¢levator made it’s mad dash to reach the top-floor observatory. 
The view of Manhattan from the top made it worthwhile, 
however. They were blessed with a day of rare beauty for 
New York in June. It was sunny, warm, and clear, not too 
humid, no fog, no haze, no pollution to mar the view. There 
the city lay below them farther than they could see, like a 
great unending patchwork crazy quilt of buildings and hu- 
manity. ae 

“Oh, David, it’s absolutely fantastic. What’s that building 
over there?” She pointed to one whose spire glistened in the 
sunlight. He told her that was the Chrysler Building, then for 
the next several minutes, as well as he was able, he answered 
her inquiries about various parts of the city as she spotted 
them through the binoculars. When he finally thought of the 
time, he glanced at his watch and was shocked to find it was 
nearly one o’clock. They were late for their luncheon meeting 
with the Whites. Still, Angie was reluctant to leave. 

“T had no idea you could spend hours in each one of these 
places. And I thought I could see the whole town in just a 
few days. Looks like I’m just a town girl with a lot to learn, 
apologized Angie. ee 

“Well, don’t change, cause I like you just the way you 
are,” David replied. “I only hope the Whites didn’t get impa- 
tient and give up on us,” he added, stepping off the curb to 
try to hail a cab. 

The Whites had been on time, selected a table, and were 
relishing a second round of Bloody Marys when David and 
Angie came hurrying down the stairs to the outdoor cafes 
With their large colorful umbrellas, which gave them such an 
air of gaiety. Sam spotted David before they reached the bot- 
tom of the steps and stood up to wave to his friend. Turning 
in her chair, Claire smiled and waved but remained seated. As 
David and Angie approached the table, Sam extended his hand 
in greeting, and Claire’s entire face became a smile of genuine 
friendship. And quite a stunning face it was, too, thought 
Angie. Claire was in her late thirties or early forties, a very 
self-possessed woman with great assurance and warmth in her 
make-up. She had dark hair, once almost black, now softened 
with some gray. Angie, who had always dreaded the idea of 
having her hair turn gray, found it most becoming on Claire. 
She wore it short and casually styled. Her complexion was 
flawless, delicate and a very pale cameo color, accented by 
two large and expressive dark brown eyes, which seemed to 
Sparkle perpetually. She gave the impression of being happy 
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and satisfied with her place in life, an interesting and interested 
person. Angie glanced from Claire to Sam. They seemed to 
fit together well. He was rather tall and medium built with 
brown hair a shade or two lighter than Claire’s. He was, also, 
just beginning to be tinged with gray. His eyes, which were a 
bluish-gray, crinkled at the corners when he smiled, which 
seemed to be frequently, and his handshake was firm and com- 
fortable when David introduced them. Angie felt immediately 
at ease with these two people and was glad that David had 
insisted on including them in the day’s activities. At Claire’s 
recommendation, Angie tried the Eggs Benedict, which turned 
out to be as delicious as predicted, while David and Sam both 
had a cold shrimp salad. They eased the lunch down with a 
chilled bottle of Muscadet and a good deal of pleasant casual 
conversation. Claire had a number of places in mind that she 
thought would be worth the time for Angie to see. Angie and 
David had never heard of any of them. In fact, there was so 
much to see and do, that the two girls decided it might be 
worth their time to make a list of things they would do alone 
and things they could do with the men on those evenings when 
they were all free. The afternoon went even more rapidly 
than the morning, and everyone was surprised when David 
announced that it was after three o’clock and they had better 
start for the Statue of Liberty if they were going to include 
that trip before dark. The cab they took made fairly good 
time, considering the amount of zigzagging in and out of 
traffic that the driver had to do. Twice Angie covered her 
face and closed her eyes against the impending crash, which 
she was sure was inevitable. But the driver skillfully missed 
each time with about one eighth of an inch to spare. Sam 
joked with the driver about his experiences in the city traffic. 
The driver, a Mr. Gilmour, turned out to be quite talkative. 
He had been driving a cab in New York for twenty years and 
had never had a serious accident. He had two sons in college. 
One was studying to be an oceanographic engineer, and the 
other was studying business management. He also had a 
daughter in high school, a bright girl, but he really had no 
idea what she was thinking of becoming. 

“Girls nowadays, they ain’t like they used to be, believe 
me. I don’t understand ’em at all. She don’t wanna get mar- 
ried. Can ya imagine that? She wants to work in television. 
Her mother and me, we keep telling her she oughta get her- 
self a fella. She’s gonna wind up at forty a lonely old maid, 
but then it'll be too late. But what ya gonna do? I think it’s 
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' his women’s lib thing, myself, giving ’em all sorts of ideas 


(about some pot of gold at the end of some rainbow. I don’t 


know what they think is so great about working. I'd retire. I’d 


‘retire in a minute, if I could. Give me boys everytime. Well, 


There ya are, folks. Have a nice trip to the statue.” 
j David and Sam paid the bill as Claire and Angie, both of 


ithem smiling and shaking their heads, started for the ferry 


ticket window. Angie was the first to see the sign, stating that 


the hours of the ferry were nine to four. She looked at her 


watch. It was three minutes after four. “Oh, I hope we don’t 
‘miss the boat,” she said. 


“Pm afraid we have,” replied Claire, and sure enough the 


ferry was just pulling away from the dock, packed full of 


| ‘people. “I’ve never known anything to be exactly on time in 


‘this city.” : F : 
a honey, I’m sorry,” ae oe “We'll make it a point 
‘to get out here early next weekend. 

PDs you gears never realized they had such an early 
“hour for the last trip? We should have checked the schedule. 
T assumed the ferry ran until nine or ten at night. That’s too 
"bad. I feel terribly guilty about sine ue but I just never 
hy it a second’s thought,” Claire apologized. — 2 : 
a? iver thought about it either,” pee ee “But don’t 
“wo , we'll get you out there before you eave.” d f 
NM “Oh, that’s all right. We can see it anytime,” Angie replied. 
fia , what shall we do now?” 

es we hadn’t let that cab go. He could have taken us 


Village,” said Sam. p : by 
4 “You ban Always depend on the Village being open late, 


es id. : 
pon ee said Angie looking around her. That looks 
like a real old building.” 

“I’m sure it is,” Claire agreed. 
New York City. It was a port, 
water. It’s quite old and historic. 

ie?” e . 
ee ee Sich, T’ve always been fascinated by wee 
Could we just stroll through here for a while before we go 0 


to Greenwich Village?” : A 
“Certainly, if you’d like to, 


ise in his voice. ; 

Pee Most tourists never get soe aH a es Bae Bae ae 

und,” said Claire, “or if they €o, | He 

Be ihe Stock Exchange in action. But I've always .been 1n: 
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“This area was the original 
so it was built close to the 
Does that sort of thing in- 


said Sam with a trace of sur- 


trigued by the idea of the history that took place on these 
streets a couple of hundred years ago. If you’re interested in 
old houses, Angie, New York has some fascinating ones that 
most people don’t know still exist. The house of President 
Adam’s daughter is still here, open to the public, and the 
birthplace of Theodore Roosevelt, and a beautiful mansion 
called the Morris-Jumel mansion. Madame Jumel was the 
second wife of Aaron Burr, they were married in the house. 
And Alexander Hamilton’s home, called the Grange, is not 
too far from it. Then in the Bronx and Westchester there are 
some fascinating old homes, and some over in New Jersey as 
Pe If we can find the time, maybe you'd like to see some of 
them.” 

“Td love it. I don’t know why, but I never associated New 
York City with historical sites,” Angie replied. 

“TI suppose not. Still it was the first capitol of the country. 
Did you know that? It’s hard to imagine, but Washington, 
Jefferson, Hamilton, Adams, Lafayette, Burr, all walked along 
these streets we’re on now. They lived here, worked here, and 
some of them spent a lot of time playing here,” Claire ended 
with a laugh. 

“I did know it was the first capitol. Somewhere I read that 
Greenwich Village was quite far out in the country in colo- 
nial times. I just never gave it much thought. When I think of 
colonial history, I usually think of New England or Philadel- 
phia or Washington or Virginia. I suppose everybody does. 
But New York was always a modern city in my mind. It’s in- 
teresting to find this part of it.” 

“At least you know a little about New York in colonial 
times,” Sam said. “That’s more than most tourists know.” 

“You know, it’s very strange. I don’t remember reading all 
that much about it, at least not recently, but it’s coming back 
from something I must have read. This whole area seems 
vaguely familiar . . . these narrow streets; they’re cleaner than 
I thought they would be. I don’t remember them being paved 
either. I’m sure they weren’t. Isn’t that odd?” She had in- 
creased her pace a trifle and was now a few steps in front of 
the others, talking more to herself than to them. She stopped 
at a street sign that read “Wall Street” and said, “Of course. I 
remember.” She turned to walk slowly down Wall Street, 
carefully studying the buildings. In front of one she stopped 
and examined it with a puzzled expression. “That’s not the 
one. It’s not here. How odd. I wonder what happened. . . 2” 
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“What's the matter, Angie, are you tired?” David stopped 
beside her, breaking through her reverie. He couldn’t imagine 
what had. caused her strange behavior. : 

Turning to him, she spent a few minutes studying his face, 
her mind not really focusing on him. 

“Angie, what is it? What’s wrong?” David held her by the 
shoulders as if to shake her back to reality, but the urgency 
in his voice was enough to interrupt her thoughts and shift 
her mind back to him. 

“Oh, David, the strangest thing!” She smiled at him. 

“Angie, for God’s sake, what did you see? Are you all 
right?” he asked. ; 

“Don’t be silly, of course I am, David. I just got lost in 
thought, that‘s all,” Angie replied defensively. : 

“But you looked at me just now as though you were looking 
right through me,” he said. fon 

“Did I? Pm sorry, David. I. . . I was just thinking of 
something else, I guess. It’s a fascinating place, isn’t it? Pm 
teally glad we missed the ferry. I think I like this much bet- 
ter,” Angie said. 

Claire, standing beside Angie now, searched her face care- 
fully for some clue to the unusual display of familiarity An- 
gie had shown with the area. “You have done some reading 
about early New York, now haven’t you, Angie? You seem to 
know it better than I do.” ; 

Angie felt the warm rush of blood to her face and 
struggled not to show too openly her embarrassment. “No, I 


' haven’t really studied anything about New York. I’ve read a 


lot about the colonial days in general, but nothing about New 
York particularly. I just seem to have a most unusual feeling 
that I’ve been here before. It’s probably happened: to you 
Sometime, Claire, about something or other.” : Hae 

“Maybe so, but I can’t remember anything quite like this,’ 
Claire replied. “You seemed to expect something else when 
you looked at that building.” 

“Yes ...I1... thought it would be a house there ... 


/ but I was mistaken, obviously,” Angie replied, hesitantly. 


“Well, I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m astound- 


/ ed by that myself,” Sam said. “I’m even beginning to take a 
’ different look around me. Angie, the way you were walking 
' down the street, stopping to look at buildings, it was almost 


as though you knew what you wanted to see.” é : 
“Tm afraid that’s the way it appeared, Angie,” David 


» agreed. 
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Angie replied. ; 
i you weren’t seeing the same 
Sam added. “ADT see is the same old 


y_ were paved. It 
gle stopped. Why 


concern on David’s face, 
colonial times, so it must 
David put his han 


hich permeated this particular 
artistic imagination. It wasn’t 


ack ¢ mind, nagging and 
S warning. “I really think we’ve seen 
m in favor of going on to Greenwich 


“Whatever you want to do David,” S 
4 ; » sam agreed. “It’s 

py on the town, but I’m rather fascinated a Angie’s ea 
tion to the Wall Street area. Claire and I have been interested 
eben, perception, and it seems that Angie’s ESP is 
ee oped. I suspect she’s picking up various impressions 
“Don’t be ridiculous, Sam. I don’ i i 
: i : on’t believe in ESP - 
aes else that you can’t touch or see or hold in pour Msna 

gie has a lively imagination and an artist’s eye. Whatever 
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Impression she has of this place has been in her mind for a 
long time, her subconscious maybe. . . . That much I will 
§rant you .. . but she’s had it inside herself. There’s nothing 
inysteriously present here that she’s picking up.” David’s con- 
@ern was coming out in anger. He hadn’t intended to attack 
Siam, but he certainly didn’t plan to let anyone make more of 
this incident than was really in it. His hard-core realism sprang 
up like a diver breaking through the surface of the water for 
that welcome gasp of air. Then realizing the fierceness with 
Which he had spoken to his friend, he softened his tone to 
ndd, “I don’t believe in reincarnation, if that’s what you’re 
hinting at, and I don’t believe in communicating through 
thought waves, no matter what they say we’re going to be 
pble to do in the future. I guess I’m just a here-and-now guy 
who should have been born in Missouri. You know, the ‘show 
me and Ill believe it kind,’ but I didn’t mean to bite your 
head off, Sam,” he apologized. 

“That’s O.K. I can’t agree with you, though. Claire and I 
have experienced some very unusual happenings which are 
hard to explain in realistic terms.” Sam started to clarify but _ 
stopped -when Claire put her arm through his and said, “I 
don’t think David would be interested, darling, at least not 
right now.” With her feminine intuition, she was aware that 
something was disturbing David, something more than just 
what was showing on the surface, and she felt it best not to 
aggravate the situation with an argument about extrasensory 
perception. Some other time would be better. They had been 
married long enough for Sam to understand Claire’s little sig- 
nal of warning. “Well, if everybody’s ready, let’s find a cab 
and head for Greenwich Village,” he volunteered. 

“Td like very much to see the church first,” Angie said as 
she turned toward Broadway. 

“What church?” David wanted to know. 

“The church at the end of the street, of course,” she re- 
plied. 

Clarie followed Angie’s gaze. “I believe that’s Trinity 
Church,” she’said, leaving Sam to join Angie. 

“Oh, of course.” : 

“Angie, I think we’ve see enough for one day. I’d rather 
come back some other time,” protested David. 

“We might as well see it now, David, while we’re here,” 
Sam told him. “Trinity Church is just at the end of Wall 
Street on Broadway. We'll have a much easier time getting a 
taxi on Broadway anyway. It’s a busier street. You might find 
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Trinity Church interesting yourself. The original was burned 
in 1776 and rebuilt in the same spot. It took them several 
years to finish the work and reopen the church. . . . The war 
and all that, you know.” They were now walking in the direc- 
tion of the church. 

_ “Inever realized there was any building that old still in use 
in the city,” answered David. ; 

“Now I didn’t say that. This is actually the third structure: 
all were built on the same spot. But there are other buildings 
that old still in use. Fraunces Tavern is a very popular restau- 
rant down here. We'll try to get there some time if you’d like. 
oe Hall, that building over there, was the first U.S. capi- 
ol. 

Angie also gazed at the Federal Hall. She and Claire were 
walking in front of the men by a few feet. Turning to 
Claire, she said confidentially, “President Washington was 
Inaugurated there, you know. It was such an impressive cere- 
mony.” 

Claire raised her eyebrows and looked at Angie but made 
no comment. 

Sam_ was telling David about Trinity. Church again. 
“There’s a small cemetery on either side of Trinity, and there 
ei a lot of famous, or at least well-known, people buried 

- there.” 

“Really? Who, for instance?” David inquired. 

“Well, I remember Robert Fulton, you know, steamboat 
guy, and the Navy commander who said, “Don’t give up the 
ship.’ Captain Lawrence, I think his name was. And Gallatin, 
who was Secretary of the Treasury under Jefferson, and 
Alexander Hamilton, who was the first Secretary of the 
Treasury, and his wife. I think one of his children is buried 
near him, too. There’s one that always interested me, a young 
woman by the name of Charlotte Temple; it’s a small stone. 
Tt seems she was a real life heroine of a tragic love story in 
the early 1800s. I’ve always meant to see what I could find 
on her but never had the time. Well, maybe when I retire.” 

_ “That is kind of interesting in a way. That covers quite a 
diversified range of people, doesn’t it?” David said. 

“Yes, I never thought about that, but it does.” 

“Hamilton . .. was he the one who got killed in a duel?” 
David asked. 5 

“Yes, he and Aaron Burr fought a duel over something. 
Anyhow, Hamilton was killed and Burr’s career was ruined.” 

“Tl never be able to understand how two men can stand 
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there face to face and shoot to kill each other.” David shook 
his head. 

Angie and Claire, who had been walking ahead of the 
men, were now standing at the foot of the church steps wait- 
Ing for Sam and David to join them. Angie stared hard at the 
church. “I want to go through the church, David, just quickly, 
please,” she pleaded. “‘That’ll be all, then we’ll go, I promise.” 

“No more than five or ten minutes, you promise?” he in- 
nisted. 

“I promise,” she responded, already starting up the steps. 

“Ts that all right with you two?” David turned to Sam and 
Claire, who were behind him now. 

“Fine with me. I enjoy this sort of thing,” offered Claire. 
“And you must see the churchyard; it has some fascinating 
old tombstones.” 

“Sam told me,” David said; turning around to Angie, he 
Was surprised to find she was already in the church. 

Entering the church, Angie was aware of a feeling of hav- 
Ing been there before. She took a deep breath as the feeling 
seemed to overwhelm her. Yet, it was not the church that she 
had thought to see. It was different. The beautiful stained- 
glass windows were all wrong, she thought to herself. They 
weren’t here. The altar is all wrong, she thought, slowly ad- 
vancing toward it, her gaze transfixed. But why should I 
think it’s different? I’ve never been here before . . . and yet, 
I've been somewhere like it because I remember .. . I re- 
member . . . Finding herself at the front pew, she knelt and 
bowed her head instinctively. I remember crying. I was 
brokenhearted. ... No one to comfort me. ... Mother... 
That must be it, Angie told herself, grasping at the first rea- 
sonable thought to come to her since they began their stroll 
through lower Manhattan. Of course, she chided herself. I 
probably associate Mother’s funeral with a church. She opened 
her eyes and lifted her head to find her gaze again resting on 
the lovely stained glass behind the altar. But there was a 
stained-glass window very much like this in the church at 
home. It belongs there, I know that. Why should I feel that it 
doesn’t belong here? Why am I so unhappy in this place, and 
yet really don’t want to leave it? I wonder if David could be 
right. Is it possible that I’m getting sick? Oh, I couldn’t do 
that. It would spoil the whole trip for everyone. But then, 
why . . . ? Maybe we should leave. Maybe I’m just being too 
impressionable. It’s nothing. I’ll just put it out of my mind. 
With that, she stood up and walked with determination to the 
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back of the church where David, Sam, and Claire were wait- 
ing for her to join them. They had picked up a few pamphlets 
from the rack telling of the history of the church and were 
leafing through them. 

“Angie, did you know that Alexander Hamilton and his 
wife are buried right outside in the churchyard? And Robert 
Fulton, too. On the other side is a young heroine of a tragic 
love affair, named Charlotte Temple. That should appeal to 
you. Come on, let’s have a look,” David said. 

“If you want to,” Angie agreed. 

“T find the old tombstones and grave markers positively en- 
thralling,” said Claire as Sam held the heavy door open for 
them. “I’ve always wanted to make some rubbings of the old 
stones, you know, like they do in Europe, England in particu- 
lar. But I never seem to have the time for it. Wish you were 
going to be here long enough, Angie. I'll bet you would enjoy 
making rubbings yourself.” 

“According to this pamphlet, Hamilton’s grave is over by 
that street,” said David. “Must be that big stone over there.” 
David directed the group toward a monument which domi- 
nated the south side of the churchyard. 

Angie, slowly and quietly, followed behind him. In a voice 
so low that none other heard it, she said, “Yes, that’s it. 
That’s it.” 

After a quick examination of the monument and reading of 
the inscription, Claire and Sam were attracted by two ex- 
tremely old-looking markers nearby. The writing on them was 
nearly obscured. They became completely absorbed in trying 
to decipher the inscription. David moved in the other direc- 
tion from the Hamilton grave to that of Robert Fulton, also 
close by. He stood for a moment reading the stone, then 
turned to look for Sam. 

“Sam,” David called, “what did you find?” 

Sam raised his head and motioned with his hand for David 
to join them. As David approached, he said, “Look at this, 
will ya?” He indicated the markers they had been studying. 
“It’s so old, you can hardly make out anything.” 

David inspected the stone carefully with them. “Sort of 
ae it a mystery you feel challenged to unravel, doesn’t 
it 39 

“I don’t think we can. It’s too old and decayed,” said 
Claire. Straightening up, she stretched her back and allowed 
David to take her place directly in front of the marker. “You 
try,” she told him. Looking around the churchyard, she no- 
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ticed that Angie was still in front of the Hamilton graves. A 
sudden quiet fell over all of them so that Angie’s subdued 


_ yoice was clearly heard. She was talking to someone but not 


to them. “Don’t cry. Please, don’t cry anymore. I’m here. I’m 
here,” she said. ; 

David straightened up at the sound of her voice. He looked 
sharply in the direction Angie seemed to be looking, but he 
saw only blank space in front of her. “Angie, what did you 
say?” he called to her. Angie didn’t answer or even acknowl- 
edge him. What in the world can she be doing? he wondered. 

“Angie,” he repeated; this time it was loud enough to startle 
even himself. Claire put her fingers to her lips and said “Shhh 
more from reflex than anything else. : 

Angie turned to them. For a minute David thought he saw 
tears gleaming in her eyes, but decided it was merely the sun- 
light that caught them in just a certain way. She saw him and 
smiled. “It’s all right, David.” She began to walk slowly 
toward them, a bittersweet expression on her face, coupled 
with confusion and puzzlement. When she reached her three 
companions, she turned her head again to the Hamilton 
graves. “Did you see that strange lovely girl in white?” she 
asked them. 

“Out here?” David questioned. 

“Yes, just a few minutes ago when J was over by those 
graves, there was a lovely girl in a long white dress. She was 
erying. You couldn’t have missed seeing her,” Angie said. 

Sam and Claire exchanged puzzled glances. They had seen 
no one and certainly would have noticed someone of that de- 
scription. In such a small churchyard, it would have been 
impossible to miss her. Hep : 

“I didn’t see anyone over there but you, Angie,” Claire 
told her. Kae : ie 

“Honey, there goes your imagination again. We didn t see 
anyone crying and neither did you. Are you playing a joke 
on us? If you are, it’s in bad taste and not funny,” David 
said. é 

“I saw her. I know I did. ... And she was crying... 
heartbroken . . . so pathetic . . . I wanted to help her, but 
I...1... didn’t know what to do. Why didn’t you see her? 
Suddenly a shiver ran through her whole body. She felt as 
thought an icy-cold blast had struck her across the face. She 


' looked at Claire, who was smiling at her somewhat, but she 


seemed distant, not quite real, almost as though she were 
looking through-a distorted mirror. And how grayish David’s 


of her hand to her fo 


Sam ask if she would like 
churchyard, 
nodded her hea 
before succumbi 


seem to control... 
She felt David?s hand on her elbow and looked up i i 
7 into h 
fate. so re a oe ee Concern. “Are you all ate fancy? 
re you dizzy? Look, why don’t we go back t the 
Maybe you’re just tired,” he told her. “ Wma 
She forced herself to 
Overwhelming desire to 
all right,” 


That seemed like an extremely sensible j i 
was happy she wasn’t resisting eke the petal eee as 
Joyed himself, but had a very uncomfortable feeling about 
Angie and the way she had behaved. “I’m sure that’s it. I’m a 
little tired myself. It’s been a kind of strange experience too 
That's tiring in a way. I'd like to sit down and relax over a 
ie ley you, too. Why don’t we see if Sam and Claire 
eee great Italian restaurant in the Village? What 

“That sound marvelous. Where 
looking for their friends. 

“Oh, they went over to the churchyard on the other side of 
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are they?” Angie asked, 


: 


the church. Let’s go find them and tell them we’re pushing 
on. ” i. 


Together, hand in hand, they entered the church. Angie 
pulled her hand away from David and whispered to him, 
“Would you mind if I sat down in one of the pews to wait 
while you get them? My legs seem to be a little weak. I was 
beginning to feel a littie dizzy outside. It seems as if we've 
been standing for hours.” 

“Of course, I wouldn’t mind. In fact, I'll sit with you, if 
you like, and we'll just wait for them to come back and find 
us.” David walked with her until she selected a pew, the front 
one she had gravitated to before. They sat down together. 
They had only been sitting a few minutes when she turned to 
him and said, “I’m fine, David, but I’m ready to leave here 
now. For some reason it’s making me feel very sad. Please go 
find Claire and Sam. I’d like to go.” 

“O.K. I'll have them go out front and try to get a cab for 
us. You just sit here and rest till I get back. Only be a 
minute,” he said on his way out of the pew in search of their 
friends. 

After David left her, Angie closed her eyes. It was hard to 
understand why this feeling of sadness should so consume 
her. Why wasn’t she able to push it out of her mind? Tears 
Sprang to her eyes. This time she wasn’t able to blink them 
away, and they rolled slowly down her pale cheeks. She knew 
that the sorrow she felt was connected in some way to the 
young girl in the long white gown, but she didn’t know how. 
Again a sudden chill enveloped her. She heard her own voice 
choked with sorrow whisper, “Father, Father, why? Why?” 
The words came from her unbidden, as though they sprang 
from a sorrow deep within her that was too great for her frail 
soul to endure. There was a strong odor of flowers through- 
out the church which she hadn't noticed before. Now, 
suddenly, the odor almost overwhelmed her senses. “Father,” 
she said again and was aware of an uncontrollable urge to be 
outdoors to breathe fresh air, Quietly she rose from her pew 
and began to make her way to the door. She seemed to be 
pulled rather than to walk of her own accord. Something 
seemed to be drawing her to the door, but not the door to the 
north side of the church, which led to David and his friends, 
She walked easily and surely, trancelike, looking neither right 
nor left, to the door leading to the south graveyard the one 
she had just left. The chill now pervaded her entire being, but 
the sensation no longer alarmed her. Now she welcomed it. 
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The words “Father, Father” kept drumming away in her 

mind, pushing aside all other consciousness. She felt a desper- 

ate need to see the Hamilton graves again. Just-as she 

reached the door, David entered the church from the opposite 
side. He barely caught a glimpse of Angie’s golden hair and 
blue pants suit as she passed through the door. 

“Stop!” Involuntarily he shouted, “Angie, stop!” and began 
to run toward her, forgetting for a moment where he was. 

But Angie didn’t seem to hear his frantic call. She was 
only slightly aware that someone had spoken her name. She 
continued her slow-paced approach to the gravesite. Only in 
her mind did she reply, “Yes, stop. That’s it. I must stop. I 
must stop it.” Somewhere in her deeper level of consciousness, 
David’s call must have registered, but it had no teality for 
her now. She was oblivious to everything but her own 
thoughts. The mist swirling around her ankles, slowly but 
steadily rising around her, went unnoticed. What she was 
sharply aware of was the piercing pain of unbearable grief 
which absorbed her and the great black 
enveloping her, sulrounding her, swallowing her. There was 
no longer any recognizable world that she could see. Some- 
Where in the far distance, she heard a voice that she knew 
she should recognize but couldn’t identify cry out, “My God, 
she’s gone. She’s gone. She’s just disappeared. She’s just dis- 


ocean, sweep- 


ing away the last atom of her awareness, and she was entirely 


lost in the impenetrable blackness. 
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Chapter IV 


David sank into the comfortable recesses of the dark 
brown corduroy chair and closed his eyes, rubbing them vig- 
orously. He hoped that miraculously this act would wipe 
from his mind what he had seen happen just an hour before. 
Perhaps, like running a film backward, he thought, when he 
Opened them again, there would be his wife sitting opposite 
him in the easy, comfortable, elegant living room of the 
Whites’s brownstone home. What he saw when he opened his 
eyes was not Angie but Sam standing with his arm out- 
stretched. He was offering David a large glass of well-aged 
scotch over ice. 

“Take this, you can use it,” Sam told him. As David took 
the glass and drank, Sam returned to the liquor cabinet to 
pour a smaller glass for himself and to mix a drink for 
Claire. Only the sound of ice tinkling in the glasses and the 
soft plop of the liquor as it flowed from the bottle broke the 
almost deathlike stilIness in the room. 

David took a generous swallow of the liquid and felt it hit 
the pit of his stomach with a warm splash. He closed his eyes 
tnd took a deep breath, which he let out in the form of a 
very heavy sigh. Again he drank from the glass in his hand. 
Then, looking up at his friend, he said in a barely audible 
voice, “My God, Sam, what am I going to do?” The strong 
liquor was now dispersing through his body and bringing an 
especial alertness to his mind and a heightened awareness to 
his senses. He opened his eyes and sat forward in his chair 
with his elbows on his knees and the glass held in both hands. 
Facing him across the room was Claire. She sat on a beige 
canvas-Covered sofa, small but comfortable with its plump 
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down-filled cushions, Tt was her favorite seat in her favorite 

_Toom, but at the moment she wasn’t enjoying it’s comfort, 
She was leaning forward, her body tense, as though she were 
about to spring into a flurry of activity at any instant. Sam 
Stood beside her. He was restless, not quite Pacing the floor 
but moving a step or two in one direction, then a step or two 
in another. 


owing into 
to look, for the key, for the 
Pact of this afternoon’s hap 
they say? What would 


a thorough 
nm a third ti 


they real- 
church, and Sam 


came annoyed with the dis 
the office and approached 
of assistance, sir?” he aske 
able to keep a note of irri eping into his voice, 
Before Sam could explain, David was at his side. 
“It’s my wife,” he said. “She’s ... uh, she was with us when 
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Wwe came into the church, but she... uh, we can’t seem to 
locate her now.” 

“Perhaps she’s still in one of the churchyards. Would you 
like me to help you look for her?” Mr. Stafford offered. 

“No... uh, because I don’t think she’s there, We’ve looked 
through both sides of the church twice without finding her.” 

“Did you look in the small chapel?” 

“I looked there,” said Claire. “Is there some other room 
here where she might have wandered off to?” 

“Come with me, and Pll help you look through the back of 
the church, or the front, whichever you prefer to call it,” Mr, 
Stafford volunteered. 

He took them first to the monument room to the right of 

ation stone of the second Trin- 
Nn gravestones which had been 
. At another time Claire would 
have found them fascinating. One was black and bore what 
appeared to be a coat of arms. But there was no sign of An- 
gie in the room. He led them next to a monument room on 
the opposite side of the altar, which was connected to 
€ verger’s office. These rooms Contained memorials. Sam 
noticed one to Alexander Hamilton and one to Sir Winston 
Churchill. That’s an interesting combination, he thought. But 
again there was no sign of Angie. The last room was an exhibit 
isplayed historical and current exhibits, but 

igie wasn’t there, either. 

“Well, she has to be someplace. People don’t just vanish,” 
Sam insisted. 

“Of course not,” Mr. Stafford agreed. “Most probably she 
stepped out to the front of the church. The churchyards are 
surrounded by an iron fence, you know. If she wanted to 
look at the front of the church or the streets around it, she 
Would have to go out the front door. Have you looked 
there?” 

“No, as a matter of fact, we haven’t yet. You're probably 
Tight. She was so interested in the area on our way here, she’s 
Most likely gone out front. Thank you,” David said, To Sam 
he said, “Let’s look out front.” : 

“But I thought you said—” Sam started to protest, but 
David interrupted. ’ 

“I guess I was mistaken. At any rate, she’s not in here,” 
David told him. 

Mr. Stafford watched as they exited through the bronze 


doors then retreated to his office again, wondering why 
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groups, even small ones, didn’t stick together. “They'll find 
her out there,” he muttered to himself. 

On the front steps, Sam confronted David. “You said you 
saw her go out the side door.” 

“J did,” David agreed. His eyes swept the area... just in 
case. 

“Then she couldn’t be out here,” reasoned Claire. “What 
made you agree with that Mr. Stafford?” 

“Tt just seemed best,” David replied. “We searched the 
place inside and out. She wasn’t there. You saw that. We’re 
not going to find her here. I don’t know what’s happened to 
her or where she is, but it’s something very extraordinary .. . 
weird. I need some time to straighten out my thoughts. Can 
we go back to your place?” 

It seemed to Sam and Claire the best course of action 
would be to go to the police and report her missing, let them 
come and search the church and grounds, but David recoiled 
so vigorously from that suggestion that it was futile to insist. 
Obviously, some idea had taken shape in his mind and he 
was trying to develop it. It seemed to frighten him enough to 
prevent him from explaining it to them just yet. What could 
be more frightening than the strange disappearance of his 
wife? they wondered. He seemed to love her. Why wouldn’t 
he want to try every way to find her? So they had agreed to 
go back to the house, but seated in the living room, they still 
couldn’t find the right words to encourage him to open up, to 
confide in them. 

At last, Claire couldn’t stand the heavy, menacing atmo- 
sphere any longer. “David, the longer we delay in notifying 
the police, the more difficult it’s going to be to trace Angie. 
In spite of your protests that it’s useless, I still feel guilty be- 
cause we didn’t report her missing as soon as we left the 
church. I don’t understand what you’re talking about when 
you say she just vanished. Of course she did, and that’s why 
we need their help. I don’t mean to be nasty, but I think 
you're being incredibly foolish.” 

Sam added, “I have to agree with Claire, David. I know 
you're concerned. I know you're distraught, but if it’s because 
you feel guilty about letting her go off on her own, now is 
the wrong. time for that. Suppose something happened we 
don’t know about. She might have been kidnapped .. . I 
Know it’s farfetched, but such things do happen. In this town, 
it’s not impossible. Whatever it is, you’ve got to take some ac- 
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tlon. You’ve got to do something, and the sooner you do it, 
the better the chances of finding her.” 

David looked at his two friends with anguish in his face. 
What can I tell them, he wondered . . . the truth? What. would 
they make of the truth. ... What do I make of it for that mat- 
ter? Would they think he was slightly balmy? He was con- 
vinced now that Angie was alive but not anywhere that they 
would find her. She had vanished, yes, but not somewhere 
Into the mass of humanity making up New York City. She 
had vanished into the mist... . What was it Percy had said? 
“A blackness . . . a void,” that was where she was, just as 
Percy had predicted, but what did that represent? Was it time 
or space, the past, the future? My God, how could they think 
he was sane if he thought that? But they were right. He had 
to do something, and he had to decide what that something 
Was without any more delay. 

“David,” Claire interrupted his thoughts, her voice now soft 
and controlled and solicitous, “something’s obviously on your 
mind. I think you know, or at least suspect, what happened _ 
to Angie. You must confide in someone. Whatever it is, Sam 
and I are as open-minded as anyone. Whatever it is, we'll try 
to understand. After all, we’re a part of what happened to- 
day, too. We were with you. Forgive me, David, but was An- 
gie having trouble? Was she having hallucinations?” 

“T don’t blame you for asking that, Claire, but she wasn’t. 
It wasn’t anything like that,” he answered. “Angie wasn’t 
mentally ill. I know what happened this afternoon makes it 
look that way, but there wasn’t anything wrong with her 
mind. Angie is sensitive, impressionable, but emotionally very 
stable.” He paused for a moment. Both Claire and Sam 
waited for him to continue, but instead, he eyed his drink, 
what little remained in his glass. He downed it quickly and 
held the empty glass to Sam. “O.K. There’s something I have 
to tell you two. When I’m finished, you'll probably think ’'m 
the one who’s mentally unstable. But first, Sam, I’m going to 
heed a reinforcement, something to bolster my courage.” 

Sam took the glass and walked the few steps to the bar. He 
dropped three ice cubes into the glass, filled it almost to the 
brim with scotch, swirled it around two or three times, and 
walked back to David. As he took the drink, David stood up. 
He studied the glass in his hand for a few seconds, then bol- 
stered his courage with a good-sized swallow. Sam sat on the 
couch beside Claire. Instinctively, each reached out to take 

| the hand of the other. Whatever horror had touched David’s 
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life, and Angie’s, too, they were grateful it had not touched 
theirs. They waited. 

“T don’t know how: much you know about ESP, I mean 
what it is and how it works and all that,” David began. “! 
don’t know too much about it myself, but I’m sure it’s in- 
volved in Angie’s disappearance. I don’t know how exactly, 
but it is. Also” —and here he paused for a moment, wondering 
just what their reaction would be—“I have a strong feeling 
that... uh, something . . . or someone beyond our immediate 
knowledge is involved.” 

Sam couldn’t believe his ears. “David, you can’t be saying 
what I think you’re saying. Do you mean to tell us that Angie 
has been taken by some thing ... like a monster or... 
uh ...a ghost or spirit from the past . . . or possibly a mind 
from someplace else . . . like another planet or world? Is that 
what you think?” 

Claire tried to make it more specific. “Are you talking 
about the supernatural, the occult, or are you thinking about 
UFOs?” 

“T don’t know exactly, maybe either, maybe both,” David 
confessed. “You can’t begin to imagine how difficult it is for 
me to admit this. I’ve always denied the existence . . . even 
the possibility of such things all my life. 

“However, before we left home, something happened. 
Percy, that’s Angie’s older sister, had a premonition. In her 
mind she saw this very thing happening. She actually saw An- 
gie disappear into a black empty space, but the idea of it 
was so preposterous that J couldn’t take it seriously. I wanted 
very much to bring Angie on this trip, and Angie wanted to 
come just as badly. She tried to convince herself it didn’t 
mean anything. Two or three times before this, Percy had ex- 
perienced these premonitions of danger, only in relation to 
Angie. Always before, though, she was able to prevent Angie 
from being harmed, maybe even saved her life. That’s why | 
called you. I thought if Claire was with her in the daytime, if 
she was never left alone, nothing could happen to Angie. This 
time, Pm afraid, we all prevailed upon Petcy to allow us to 
act against her better judgment. She was afraid that if Angie 
came, there would be no way of preventing what she— 
Percy—had seen. That’s why I don’t think the police would 
be of any help. I couldn’t tell them a story like ‘that. They’d 
never believe it, and I couldn’t blame them. I think what has 
happened to Angie is supernatural. And I think the only way 
we'll be able to find her is to bring Percy here. God knows, | 
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Hhate to admit to her what has happened, but now I’m willing 
Wto do whatever she says. It’s late to admit it, but she was 
iright, and I was wrong. I wish I'd listened to her. Except for 
) Percy, I don’t know where else to turn.” 

) Through his entire confession, Claire and Sam had been 
| quite still, spellbound, shocked by what he had said, and yet 
mot really. It was a fantastic tale he had told them, and they 
Prealized what a difficult confession it had been for a man 
lwho was such a practical realist. He was admitting that there 
iwas something outside his realm of realism that had touched 
his life. They respected this confidence and the agony which 
accompanied it. 

y Claire spoke first. “David, would it surprise you to know 
Nthat we can accept everything you’ve told us? I don’t think 

yyou’re insane. 1 don’t think you’re mentally unstable in any 

) way, and neither does Sam, I’m sure. I think you've just 
‘come in contact with a world you don’t understand. It’s a 

) world that’s new to you, but it’s not new to Sam and me. For 

"some time we've been interested in unusual phenomena. We 


“Vhaven’t really made a serious study of it, but we've been in- 


terested enough to do a little investigating. We’ve met a num- 
ber of people who are seriously into it, though.” 
’ David looked at her as though he couldn’t believe what 
» she was saying. 
/ “Do you know what a parapsychologist is?” she asked him. 
“No,” confessed David, “I’m afraid I don’t.” 
“Very simply, a parapsychologist igs someone who studies 
_ psychic phenomena. He deals with the mysteries of the occult 
“and ESP or the spirit world rather then UFOs or creatures 
‘from other planets. It might be ghosts or visions or premoni- 
tions, all sorts of experiences which can’t be explained by or- 
‘dinary means. Most of us aren’t aware of these extrasensory 
occurrences. A number of people who do experience them 
are so unaccustomed to such things that they dismiss them, 
‘fluff them off. But there have been well-documented scientific 
studies of mysterious events which indicate strongly the exis- 
tence of a world beyond or outside this one which we know. 
A parapsychologist is involved in investigating these supernat- 
ural experiences and, if possible, reconciling the two worlds.” 
Sam had taken up the explanation and was trying to put be- 
fore his friend what he knew of the subject in a clear, sensi- 
ble manner. He was trying to relate this world of the occult 
to what David had just confided to them. It certainly threw a 


new light on Angie’s disappearance. If David was right, then, 
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somehow, the world of the occult seemed the only answer. 
Unfortunately, this was pretty new ground for all of them. 

TH bet we're working on the same wavelength, Sam,” in- 
terrupted Claire. “Are you thinking of Dr. Aarons, too?” 

; “Exactly what I had in mind,” agreed her husband. 
eae in 3 ae pop eae answer, at least the logical 

o start,” she said, nodding her pretty, l 
eee g pretty, dark head 

“Who is Dr. Aarons?” David wanted to know. “If he’s a 
physician, I don’t see what use he can be. I thought we all 
agreed I’m not sick in the head. If you think I’m going to 
take a sedative or sleeping pill, forget it. I doubt if I'll sleep 
again until I get Angie back here with me.” The thought of a 
doctor with a useless little black bag and hypodermic needle 
irritated David. Cculd his friends really believe a doctor 
would be any possible help? The thing to do was get in touch 
with Percy and hope and pray she could order up a vision. 
Even though she claimed she had no control over those 
things, there wasn’t any choice this time. She had to do it. 
She simply had to! Because if she didn’t . . . the thought was 
too distressing for David to even finish. Percy was the an- 
swer. Percy had to be the answer, because at the moment 
David couldn’t think of any other. But calling Percy was go- 
ing to be the most difficult thing David had ever faced. 

Sam overlooked the irritation in David’s tone. After all, his 
old friend was under a exceptional strain. He also had no 
idea who Dr. Aarons might be. “Dr. Damon Aarons isn’t a 
medical doctor, David. He’s a parapsychologist. He’s a doctor 
because he holds a Ph.D. in philosophy. What little Claire 
and I know about the subject of parapsychology has been 
through him. We’ve become friends over a number of years, 
good enough to call on him in a case like this. He’s very 
careful about what cases he will investigate now. As you 
might expect, it’s become somewhat popular, and all kinds of 
people ask for his help on different kinds of matters. He can’t 
take care of them all. He prefers referrals. That way, it’s an 
indication that the case is truly legitimate and not someone 
trying to put something over on him or the world. If I have 
your permission, I'll call him.” 

“Now?” David inquired. 

“Yes, now,” Sam said. 

“How did you happen to meet this Dr. Aarons?” David 
asked. 

“His wife was my roommate in college,” Claire replied. 
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) She felt the tension in the room lightening somewhat now 
) that the problem was in the open, and they were all trying to 
) find a solution. She stood and flexed the muscles in her shoul- 
) ders and the back of her neck. They had grown taut and 
' strained while she sat on the sofa. She hadn’t realized that 
) her body was so tense, straining to be of help. Now on her 


— i SS 


ea 


feet, she was happy to be standing and gracefully strode 
across the room to close the drapes at the front windows and 


’ to turn on the lights around the room. No one noticed until 


now how dark it had become. Evening had passed into night. 
The change had taken place gradually while they talked 
about what was best to do. For a moment Claire allowed her 
mind to wander as she made her way around the room. This 
was one of the rooms she liked best in their home. It was 
a peaceful, restful haven for her and Sam both; and therefore, 
represented a triumph for her decorating talents. It was done 
in a monochromatic color scheme, shades of brown from 
deep rich chocolate to the pale beige color of the sofa. It was 
rich with the dark woods of the furniture, gleaming with that 
marvelous hand-rubbed wax finish she so admired. It accent- 
ed perfectly the nearly white walls and the magnificent pale 
beige rug bordered in a medium brown and centered with a 
multihued brown medallion. Around the rug, the dark-stained 
wood floor gleamed to perfection. In the middle of one wall 
was a fireplace with an elegantly carved beige marble mantel. 
The chairs and two matching sofas were comfortable, inviting 
and contemporary, while the wooden pieces—the chests, 
tables, and shelves—were all a rich dark wood, all antiques, 
mostly French and English, and all small scaled. It seemed a 
perfect blending of the characteristics of Sam and herself. As 
her eyes traveled in satisfaction around the room, Claire won- 
dered what the room looked like that Angie was in at this 
very minute. Was it austere or lavish, antique or modern, or 
possibly futuristic? Assuming that she had been somehow 
transported to some other time, some other world, where and 
why in heaven’s name had it happened to Angie? Why had 
she disappeared from Trinity Church and not Wall Street? 
Was there some mysterious connection between the gravesite 
of Alexander Hamilton and his wife and Angie? She had 
‘mentioned seeing a young girl in white. Did that girl have 
something to do with Angie’s disappearance? And, again, why, 
why, why? 
“Claire, what about this Dr. Aarons?” David asked. When 
she didn’t respond, again he said, “Claire!” 
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The sharpness in his voice jolted her out of her reverie of 
speculation. She looked from the mantel where her gaze had 
been fixed to David’s face. “Oh, I’m sorry, David. I guess I 
was mentally conjecturing about Angie’s whereabouts. Pm 
sure the answer is evident somewhere if only we could pin- 
point it.” 

“TI know that, too, but even if we find an answer, we’re g0- 
ing to need help getting to Angie. Will one of you, please, tell 
me about your Dr. Aarons?” David insisted. 

“While I was in college, I roomed with a lovely girl from 
San Francisco named Susan Gillmore. A year after graduat- 
ing, she married Damon Aarons, who is a parapsychologist, 
as we told you. We kept in close contact with them for the 
first few years, but his work involved a great deal of travel, 
and we lost touch with them. Then she became ill and he de- 
termined to travel less. They bought an old house in Maine 
and we used to spend long weekends there in the summer 
when we could. Last year Susan died and Damon moved into 
an apartment here in the city. We see each other for dinners 
when we can and on weekends sometimes. He likes to sail, 
too. And occasionally, he takes us with him to a séance or a 
lecture or something. This is just the sort of thing that would 
interest him, and he’d be invaluable in knowing how to go 
ee finding Angie. Would you mind if we called him about 
it 99 

“You don’t have to make a commitment to him, David. 
Why don’t you see what he thinks first? If you don’t have 
confidence in him or if something doesn’t seem right, you 
know, if the two of you don’t seem to hit it off, then that’s all 
there is to it,” Sam added. 

“TI think I'd like to hear what he makes of all this. He’s 
probably the kind of person we need. Can you call him right 
away, like you said?” David was in a hurry now that he knew 
a little about this mysterious Dr. Aarons. 

“I think we ought to,” said Sam. He headed for the tele- 
phone in the small study just off the living room. 

“No, wait; maybe we ought to call Percy first and see what 
she thinks about it. I ought to get that over with. It’s not go- 
ing to be any easier if I wait,” said David uncertainly. He 
roused himself from his comfortable chair and ran his hand 
through his light brown hair. “To tell you the truth, I don’t 
know who to call first. I really hate to tell Percy, but I feel 
she may be our only clue to Angie. Yet, as you say, if Dr. 
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: ‘Aarons really knows about this sort of thing, maybe he'll be 


we need.” : : 
» “I know you're not asking my opinion, David,” said Sam, 
jurning to face his friend, “but wouldn’t it be better not to 
Warm Angie’s sister unless it’s absolutely necessary? _Why 
lion’t we, at least, talk to Damon and see what his feeling is 
bout this?” ; : : 
' “You're right, certainly, Sam. I’ve just gotten to the point 
here I can’t think logically anymore,” David admitted. “It’s 
Wossible that he may be able to locate Angie without our ever 
aving to tell Percy any of this.” ; 
“David, you’ve got to let her know,” said Claire. “Have 
you considered that since she has ESP, maybe she knows al- 
‘yeady?” 


ided. “Go ahead and call him, Sam. See if we can talk to 


im tonight.” 


) Sam turned resolutely and continued his way into the 


‘ “Tet’s get in touch with this Dr. Aaron first,” David de- 


ftudy. Quickly he dialed the number of their friend, Damon 
‘Aarons. David stood beside him, silently listening to the dial- 
Ying of the phone. Even as he heard the soft ringing sound 
“toming from the instrument his friend was holding, it was as 
“though a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He 
Welt that Atlas had just taken the world and shifted the weight 

f it from David’s back to his own. Oddly enough, he was 
‘certain that this man whom he had never met, who dealt with 
‘a world David never believed existed before this day, was 
somehow going to deliver Angie back to him, and he was 


grateful and relieved. 


Chapter V 


_ “Angelica,” called the strong male voice of the young man 
just rounding the corner of the church. “Angelica,” he re- 
peated, more insistently this time. 

“Here I am, Philip,” came her answer. “Sit down beside 
me for a minute. It’s such a beautiful morning, and I do love 
the peace and beauty of the small garden on this side of the 
church. I don’t know why I favor it so much more than the 
one on the other side. Isn’t that strange, Philip? They’re quite 
alike, but I prefer this one.” She looked up at her brother, 
who was now beside her, now reaching out his hand to help 
her up from her seat. 

“Really, Angelica, Father’s quite put off with you. It’s time 
for the morning service to begin. You know how punctual 
Father is and how strict he is with us about being prompt. 
What on earth possessed you to make you dally outside so 
long this morning?” Philip asked. 

“I didn’t realize the hour was so late. The morning is so 
beautiful, Philip, that I hate to waste a minute of it inside. | 
wanted to enjoy God’s beauty out here for just a little while. 
Look at that pretty bird, Philip. He’s there in the maple tree. 
Look, on the third branch up.” She directed his gaze to a 
lovely oriole sitting in the tree watching them. “He’s a work 
of God, too, Philip,” Angelica assured him. 

“But he has no immortal soul to guard, my dear sister. He 
has no need of praising God, and we do. Come,” her brother 
urged, taking her by the hand. 

“But he does praise God, Philip. Listen to his song. Is that 
not some of the loveliest hymning in all God’s kingdom?” she 
rhapsodized. 
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“Truly, Angelica, you can be most vexing. Of course, the 
birds sing a glorious song, and you may have six and a half 
‘days to enjoy their singing. But on Sunday morning we must 

go to church. If we miss the first hymn of the morning, Fa- 
ther will cause you to sing a different tune, I warrant you. 
‘Now come with me, do.” He pulled her to her feet as she 
‘laughed gaily at his urgent pleading. He was a dear brother 
‘and she adored him, worshiped him, loved him deeply. Since 
‘he was nearly three years her senior, he felt responsible for 


| her well-being and was extremely fond of her in return. Al- 


' though, right at this moment he was irritated with her caprice 
at a time when she should be sedate and reverent. 
} Standing beside him, she wondered aloud, “Why don’t 
' churches hold their worship service outside, do you suppose, 
| Philip?” Closing her eyes, she inhaled deeply. “Breathe the 
Pair. Do you smell the perfume from the flower gardens? I 
» wonder whose gardens they might be.” 
Philip gave the air a cursory sniff. “Yes, it’s nice,” he said. 
) “Now let’s go into the church.” 
| “Yes, let’s, Philip. I want to thank God for letting me be 
‘alive on such a glorious day. For some strange reason, I'm 
happier than I’ve ever been. In all my life, I’ve never been 
happier than I am this very minute. It’s wonderful to be 
‘alive. I feel almost as though I had wakened from a great 
‘sleep in which I had a frightening dream, to find a bright 
beautiful world right here around me,” bubbled Angelica. 
She was feelin a trifle giddy this morning from the sense of 
elation which had enveloped her. 

“I’m afraid your happiness has made you a bit frivolous, 
Angelica,” replied Philip, holding the church door open for 
his sister. As she stepped through the door, a puzzled, ques- 
tioning expression crept into her eyes and spread across her 
face. She stopped just inside the door, not wanting to go any 
farther. 

“David,” she whispered urgently, “it’s not the same church.” 

“Stop playing, Angelica.” Philip’s voice was very ster. 
“That’s quite enough of your foolish levity. The time for 
whimsey is over. Please contain yourself and come with me.” 
Philip rarely spoke harshly to his sister. He rarely had need 
to, but today her behavior was so flippant and persistently ir- 
reverent that he had taxed his patience to the utmost. He 
knew that their father would have harsh words for both of 
them because he had taken so long to fetch his sister in for 
the service. She took one tentative step forward and hesitated. 
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Philip was at the uttermost end of his patience. He reached 
for her arm and firmly propelled her down the aisle toward 
their parents. Mr. William Mueller, seated at the organ, 
heaved a great sigh of relief as he saw them hurrying down 
the aisle. He had already finished the processional three 
times, each time improvising a musical bridge and beginning 
again, in an effort to delay the service until they arrived. He 
now struck a long sustained final chord and held it. It seemed 
to Philip that every single member of the congregation turned 
to watch as they proceeded down the aisle. Philip’s cheeks be- 
gan to burn hotly, and the warmth continued to creep to the 
very tips of his ears as he and Angelica belatedly joined their 
parents and the rest of the family in the appointed pew. The 
organ music swelled through the church as Mr. Mueller fin 
ished the last few bars of the introduction and progressed into 
the opening lines of the first hymn. The congregation rose to 
its feet and joined in the singing of the hymn with the beauti- 
fully reverberating chords of the organ. Philip was much re- 
lieved that he and his charge were at last in the safe haven of 
the family pew. Each one of the family shifted to the other 
end of the pew, allowing Philip and Angelica to occupy the 
two end seats. Angelica entered first, smiling sweetly and in- 
nocently at her father beside her. Alexander Hamilton tried 
very hard to maintain a scowl of disapproval at his older 
daughter, but, as usual, was unable to resist the look of guile- 
less affection she gave him. His anger dissolved into a feeling 
of warm, tender regard toward this unusually sensitive daugh- 
ter of his, who was so like her mother in many ways, yet, in 
other ways, SO unlike any other earthly creature he had ever 
known. His pride and pleasure in his wife and family were 
well known, for he hid none of his feelings for them. He took 
delight in their company and conversation, concerned himself 
with their friends and their pastimes. Whenever he could 
Spare a minute or two from his busy schedule, he spent that 
time with his family. With Alexander, Jr., James, and John, 
he liked to walk through the woods and romp with them or 
to hunt and fish with them. When the four of them were to- 
gether, it was almost as though he were a child of twelve or 
thirteen again himself. These days he often wished he were 
For at forty-six he felt a bit worn and tired. His health had 
not been overly robust since he had recovered from the bout 


with yellow fever, which h ‘ ; : 
seven years’ before 1 e had suffered in Philadelphia 


Angelica’s voice lifted to join in the singing. It was light, 
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Sweet, and clear. She had a lovely voice and delighted in sing- 
Ing almost as much as in playing the piano. It was her love of 
Vthe piano which had caused a friendship to spring up between 
herself and the organist, Mr. Mueller. When she could, she 
enjoyed coming to the church to listen to him practice on the 
organ. He had even taught her to play it a little. It was also 
"her love of music which brought a special joy that she shared 
with her father. Often she would play the lovely instrument 
which occupied a special place in their drawing room, and 
her father would sing. He almost never sang in public, but he 
did enjoy singing while she played. Frequently, when her 
‘parents entertained at dinner, she favored the guests with a 
‘short recital. Her love of the piano and deep feeling for 
“music had expressed itself recently in some beautiful im- 
provisations of her own. Her father took great pride in these | 
compositions and was encouraging her to consider composi- 
‘tion more seriously. 
Philip’s strong masculine voice rose in song to blend with 
Angelica’s own light sweet notes. His anger was not so easily 
dissipated as his father’s, and a slight touch of irritation was 
) allowed to seep into the opening hymn. Hearing this, Alexan- 
"der stole a look over Angelica’s pretty bonnet at Philip. True, 
he doted on his older daughter, but his oldest son, Philip, so 
‘like himself, was the pride and joy, hope and center of his 
world, after his wife. Philip was unusually handsome, like his 
‘father but with his mother’s dark hair, eyes, and sun-kissed 
_ skin. He had his father’s great charm and brilliant. mind and 
‘loved the Jaw with a devotion to rival that of his father’s. 
' Alexander smiled at both his older children and offered his 
’ own silent prayer of thanks for these two offspring—and, of 
_ course, their mother, his beloved Elizabeth. Feeling a little 
) guilty at having allowed his attention: to wander from the 
service, Alexander forced himself to concentrate on the words 
© of the singing just in time to join in the final Amen.” 
| As the congregation seated itself in preparation for the 
" beginning of the service, Alexander focused all his attention 
’ on the minister and his message of the morning, hoping to 
' carry away with him a few thoughts on the preservation of 
his immortal soul, rather than his satisfaction with his earthly 
). life. 
At the close of the final hymn, Philip, feeling less animos- 
_ ity toward his sister, stepped from the pew and waited for her 
) to join him before starting out of the church. Flashing a par- 
I ticularly sweet smile, Angelica took his arm and together they 


started up the aisle toward the front door. Pausing slightly, 
Angelica looked around at the altar, then at the windows, 
open on this warm, sunny June day to take advantage of any 
stray breeze which might find it’s way into the building, and 
sighed deeply. j 

“There’s such a feeling of peace and comfort here, Philip. | 
love being in this church.” 

“It’s the same church you’ve been going to for years, An- 
gelica. Why this sudden feeling of peace here?” Philip asked. 

“Yes, I know it’s the same, but somehow, I seem to be 
seeing it differently,” she replied. “It’s the same, but still it’s 
not.” 

“What's different about it?” 

“I can’t tell you. I really don’t know. That’s the strange 

thing about it. I can’t seem to put my finger on it,” she an- 
swered. 
’ Philip laughed at her with considerable merriment. “What 
an odd expression that is, Angelica. Where on earth did you 
hear that one? ‘Can’t put my finger. on it’ Of course, you 
can’t put your finger on a thought or an idea. Come, my 
dear sister, tell me where you heard it.” 

She stopped quite still in the middle of the aisle and her 
eyes swept the interior of the church once more. Yes, she 
wondered, wherever did I hear that expression? I don’t know. 
Is it possible that it just came to me, that I just made it up— 
or is it possible that I heard it and can’t remember where? It 
is an odd expression, but I don’t think it’s very polite of 
Philip- to laugh at me in public, she decided. And why do I 
have a feeling that I want. to stay in this church, that I 
mustn’t leave it? I wonder what’s wrong with me today? 
Nothing seems quite right, nothing is quite what I expect it to 
be, and yet everything is the same as always. I’m so happy 
and yet I want to cry. She felt Philip tug at her arm, and her 
thoughts returned to him. 


“Come along, Angelica,” he said. “You must tell me where 
“ heard that expression. I can’t wait to tell it to the fel- 
ows.” 

Casting down her eyes so that the brim of her bonnet 
shadowed her face enough to hide the slightly pink color 


springing to her cheeks, she replied, “I can’t remember... 
and I wish you wouldn’t repeat it, Philip. It was a stupid re- 
mark. 
“On the contrary, dear sister, J find it quite amusing, and 
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) very apt,” Philip remarked, smiling down at his sister, una- 
) ware of her embarrassment. 


Passing through the front doors of the church, Angelica 
; put out her hand to touch the wood. I can’t help feeling 


) there’s something wrong, something out of place, she thought. 


| Over and over in her mind tumbled that thought, but she 


1 was not able to reason what it might be. As they started 


_ down the front steps, Philip caught sight of one of his cronies 
among the people outside the church. Letting go of 
' Angelica’s arm, Philip waved to his friend and hastened down 
, the steps to join him. Angelica grabbed at him frantically and 
| caught the edge of his coat. She pulled him to one side so 
| that their parents might pass and join their group of friends 
| in Sunday morning “hellos.” 
| “They’re not here, Philip,” she whispered confidentially 
into his ear. “Where could they be?” 
| “Who?” he inquired. 
“They were waiting for me. I remember that they were go- 


'® ing to wait. Where could they have gone? Whatever shall I 
| do?” Angelica was clearly distraught, but Philip couldn’t un- 


ia 
fis 
; make me angry with you in return. Please stop it,” she de- 


’ 


» “As you say, sister. But I heard it very distinctly, and 


derstand why. Who could it be that didn’t wait for her? The 


; whole family was together here; what could she mean? Then 


a very logical thought occurred to him. “Angelica, do you 
_have a suitor that you haven’t mentioned to us? Before 
church, you called me David. Is that his name?” 
' “Don’t be a silly goose, Philip. I have no suitor, either one 
' that you know or one that you don’t. And I don’t recall ever 
| calling you David.” 
| “Of course you did. Just as we were entering the church, 
/ you said something about the church and called me David. I 


% thought you were playing and I was too angry to answer 
; you,” he insisted. 


“I did no such thing, Philip. I don’t know anyone by the 
name of David. You're teasing me. You're determined to 


manded. 


» someday you shall explain to me who it is.” He taunted her 


Jy 


) with a sly smile on his face. 


“T think you're dreadful, just dreadful, Philip. You’re play- 
ing games with me because we were late entering the 
service.” She shoved him aside and ran past him into the 
churchyard on the south side of the church, where he had 
found her earlier that morning. Rounding the corner of the 
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church, she paused and studied the area surrounding her. The 
bell ringer had begun to ring the changes on the magnificent 
set of bells in the church tower. The ringing reverberate 
through the air. It echoed loudly through Angelica’s head 
Tinging, ringing, louder than she ever remembered it. The 
tones seemed to hang on the sultry air of this June day. She 
began to walk quite slowly, drawn toward a grassy knoll a 
short way from the church itself. She stared at it, transfixed 
in wonder, until a sudden overwhelming sadness engulfed he 
and tears began to trickle down her cheeks. The ringing of 
the bells, which she usually found so tuneful and exhilarating, 
today seemed sharp, annoyingly incessant,and melancholy 
She clapped her hands over her ears to block out their noise 
and to protect herself from this feeling of impending tragedy 
pulling at her. She shook her, head to help clear it and bring 
her thoughts back to the beautiful Sunday morning with its 
flowers and birds she loved so much. This feeling of sadness 
and depression could not be simply the result of Philip’s teas 
ing. It was too great. All their lives, she and Philip had teased 
one another; it was part of their daily living. It was always 
good-natured fun: never would he deliberately tease if he 
thought she might be hurt or offended by some remark. Shi 
knew this, believed it wholehea 

be so u 

bells. 


Why should a simple 
fill her with such a 
gentle sobs. Putting 
0 the ground and al- 


lowed her pitifu guish in her heart, 


customarily playful sis- 
t his teasing. Her behav- 


A this mornin e her, also. Could it he 


Ss spread around her on 

seemed to be kneeling. How 

Her head was bowed and her 

face. But as he approached her 
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ilowly, he grew aware that she was not praying. He heard the - 

§0ba racking her very soul. ; 
“Angelica,” he called, cautiously. Receiving no answer but 

pe pitieul weeping, he called again, more urgently. “Angel- 


She raised her head, and the sobbing became quieter. As 
hie stood beside her, she looked up into his face. Bending 
flown to raise her up with both hands, again he said quietly, 
“Angelica.” Then, drawing forth a handkerchief, he wiped 
hor tear-streaked face and kissed her tenderly on the cheek. 

“Dearest Angelica, forgive me. I did not mean for you to 
fake my teasing so to heart. I didn’t realize it would upset 

ul so.” 

“No, Philip,” she replied. “It’s nothing you said to me.” 

“Tell me, then, who is he that has caused you to suffer a 
broken heart?” Philip asked. 

She said nothing, but merely shook her head. 

Philip persisted. “How can I comfort you if you won’t con- 
fide in me the source of your unhappiness?” 

“Truly, Philip, I know it not,” she replied sadly. 

“Are you ill, then, Angelica? Is it possible that yellow fever 
has come again and you have succumbed to it?” he asked. 

“I don’t feel ill, Philip. I feel sad,” was her simple re- 
tponse. 

“That is most unlike my playful sister. Let me remove your 
bonnet and feel your forehead if there might be fever.” 

She untied the large white bow beneath her chin which 
held the blue bonnet she wore. With her head once free of 
the bonnet, she shook her golden curls in the sunlight. Putting 
his right hand on her forehead, Philip held it there for a few 
seconds, then withdrawing it, he said, “I feel no fever. Can it 
be one of your headaches, Angelica?” She was subject to fre- 

uent headaches, which were a cause of concern to her entire 
amily, particularly her mother and father and Philip. No 
doctor they had consulted seemed to be able to find either a 
Cause or a cure. 

“My head is aching, but not as it usually does. Today the 
bells keep ringing horribly through my head. They-seem un- 
bearably sad,” she answered. 

“Then let’s not tarry here. Mother and Father have already 
started for home. It’s time we did, too,” Philip decided. 

“But I don’t want to leave, Philip. My heart is heavy with 
fear and foreboding, and J feel drawn to this grassy garden. I 
feel there is something here that I must decipher before I can 
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leave,” she explained, releasing her hand which h 
cave, she , e had held 
since helping her to her feet. “There is something about this 
spot which involves me . . . and you, I think . . . and perhaps 
Mama and Papa. I’m sure if I could resolve what it is, | 
moda t be disturbed any more.” 
ip smiled affectionately and indulgentl “No 
you are teasing me,” he said. — 
ag she turned to look at him, he saw that her face was 
Il of earnest concern, and the smile faded from his lips. 


Silently he followed her as she slowl 
y ambled around the 
knoll where she had knelt. He longed to take her hand & . 


lead her away from the churchyard which seemed to disturb 


her unduly this morning. Suddenly, she turned to him with a | 


eae ep ated on her face. 
» She said quit i “this i "3 i 
aes quite seriously, “this is 1801! That’s im- 

Philip could not contain himself at this unexpected r ‘k 
said with such gravity. He threw his head back i ia i 
with delight. Angelica was making some most unusual com- 
ments this morning. 

“You little vixen you! You have been teasing me a y 
To think I was beginning to worry for you, fees ck 
indeed 1801. . .- And it has been for several months.” Again 
He. laughed. “Now let’s go home. It is a hot day, and I should 

€ very much to be out of this cravat and high collar.” He 
turned and began to walk toward the street, but when she did 
not catch up to him, he turned and strode back to her. 

As he approached her again, she said, “Philip, I’m quite 
serious. The year is important. You must take care. Promise 
me you won’t be drawn into politics with Papa.” 
e ‘How can I do that, Angelica? If I’m to practice law with 
1im as he wishes me to do, how can I not join him in his po- 
litical ventures, too, if he wishes it? Besides, I love law and 
the political affairs of this country. Such things interest and 
oy concern me. What a strange thing for you to ask of 

“Nevertheless, I do ask it of ili i 
you won’t take an active part in ne 7 

es oy: my dear sister?” 

on’t know why exactly, but I feel that we're j 
somehow, all of us. I want to prevent it if I ant ee pre. 
vent it.... You must help me,” she pleaded. 

Papa has many enemies, of course, powerful men like Jef- 
ferson, Adams, Burr. I suppose a list of them would take the 
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fest of the morning, but I hardly think that any of us is in 
@anger from them ... not even Papa ... and least of all you, 
My dear Angelica. No one could wish to harm such a lovely 
Young innocent thing as you,” he told her. 


‘I’m very serious, Philip,” she assured him. 

“IT know you are, Angelica, and so am J,” he replied. “I 
gan’t believe we’re in any danger. Something has upset you 
induly this morning. Perhaps it is your headache, perhaps it 
fp the heat, or maybe both. I feel that it would be best for 
you to go home with me now and rest a while. Mama won’t 
mind if you lie down to rest when we tell her you’re not 
feeling well.” ; 

“It’s not rest that I need, dear brother. I feel that I have so 
little time to do something . . . something that’s important... 
but I don’t know exactly what I must do. Help me, Philip,” 
she implored him. é 

“If you can tell me what I must do and, if it is within my 
power, I shall,” Philip answered her as best he could. 

“Promise me you will not quarrel. You must not quarrel,” 
‘ehe begged him. © 

Philip tried. to reason with her. “I don’t have a quarrelsome 
nature, Angelica. It seems foolish to promise not to do some- 
thing I am not inclined to do.” 

“You speak like a lawyer already, brother. Nevertheless, I 
fefuse to leave this spot until you promise me,” she insisted. 

“In that case, since I am most anxious to leave here my- 
self, I promise I won’t quarrel with you.” 

“Not with me, Philip. You must not quarrel with any- 
one... not anyone. There is great danger in quarreling. 
Promise,” she persisted. 

“Very well, then, I won’t quarrel with anyone. Does that 
@ase your mind?” 

“Some little piece, but that is not all.” 

“What else must I do?” he asked impatiently. 

“We must not let Papa quarrel either,” she added. 

“Not you nor I nor Mama nor all the angels in heaven can 
stop Papa from quarreling if he takes it into his mind to do 
80,” objected Philip, giving a very honest appraisal. 

“But we must!” Angelica persisted. “We must not let Papa 
quarrel, Philip. And we must pray that when the house is 
completed and we move to the Grange, that Papa will never 
again be tempted to take any active part in the political life 
of this country. We must try to make his life as a country 
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gentleman so joyous and fulfilling to him that he leaves the 
running of the country entirely to others.” 

“Angelica, why do you say such things?” 

“Because I have a bad feeling.” 

“If anyone else heard you talk of this, they would say you 
were a witch.” 

“You know that’s not true, Philip. But you must promise 
to help me nevertheless,” Angelica persisted. 

“You know how already he loves the Grange. He takes 
such delight in every detail of its planning and construction 
He’s personally supervising the landscaping and planning the 
gardens. It should not be so difficult for him to retire to the 
life of a country squire, and, eventually, I can take over the 
law practice entirely. I know his health has not been consist- 
ently good of late, and it’s distressing to see that he tires eas- 
ily at times, but you know very well that when Papa feels 
someone is trying to promote his own private interest over 
the good of the country, the Devil himself could not stop him 
from quarreling with that man,” Philip said. 

“Then we must pray that you and I and God can do what 
the Devil cannot,” Angelica insisted. 

“If you think it so important, then I will do my best for 
you,” he answered. “And now, please, can we join the family 
at home? If we stay here much longer, they will finish dinner 
without us.” 

“One more thing, Philip,” she said, looking into his bril- 
liant dark eyes. “You must promise not to say a word of 
what has happened between us to Mama and Papa. We shall 
say that I had a headache and wished to stay in the fresh air 
for a while and that you stayed to keep me company. You 
must promise me that, or I’ll not leave this spot.” 

“If that’s what you wish, then I promise you that, too,” 
Philip said with resignation. “It will be our secret, but, dear 
sister, now you must promise me to wipe all this anxiety from 
your mind. Your thoughts should be filled with gratitude for 
our earthly blessings, not concern for some unknown, un- 
named danger. You must promise me that in return,” he 
begged her. 

Shyly she smiled at him, thankful for his brotherly affec- 
tion. It was nice to know that someone wanted to protect her 
as she, in turn, desired to protect him. “I promise,” she mur- 
mured. 

Hand in hand they strode across the churchyard, now 
empty of parishioners save for themselves, and stepped into 
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| the dusty street. Abruptly, Angelica stopped. She seemed to 
listen, cocking her head to one side. 
on along, Angelica,” coaxed Philip, starting across the 
eet. 
| “Wait, Philip. I heard someone call me.” Letting loose of 
Philip’s hand, she turned to search the front of the church 
a ay adjacent grounds for the owner of the voice she had 
eard. 


“I heard nothing. It must be your over-lively imagination,” 
Philip assured her. 
“I distinctly heard a voice call ‘Stop! Stop!’ and then it 
|Wealled my name... ‘Angie’.” She turned to look at her 
rother and raised to him a face full of desperation and con- 
Vfusion. . . . “But my name is Angelica, isn’t it?” she ques- 
ioned him softly. 
Taking her hand in his again, for a minute, he held it be- 
een both of his. He noticed that her hand was icy cold. He 
Jooked sympathetically into her clouded blue eyes. “Yes, 
Wear,” he said, “your name is Angelica Hamilton, and I’m 
Wery fond of you. Let me take you home.” 
} “Yes, Philip. I want to go home,” she replied, turning a pa- 
etic gaze again toward the church and seeing only the com- 
ortable, familiar building itself and the grass and gardens 
ounding it that she knew and loved so well. The joy and 
mfort she usually felt on Sunday following services had be- 
e something frightening and foreboding this last Sunday 
June of 1801. She wondered if the Devil might be making 
desperate effort to control her mind and soul. But that must 
hot be, she told herself. I am such an ordinary young woman, 
Wwhy would he choose me? Feeling the pressure of Philip’s 
hand on hers, she knew she was fortunate to have a close-knit 
end ioving family to protect her from whatever evil might be 
‘h store. But somehow, she still had the impression that it was 
the who must protect them. 
| Bringing her glance back to her brother, she resolved to 
| put all thought of the strange events and feelings of this 
ocd out of her mind forever. She smiled at him what she 
oped would be a smile of radiant, carefree happiness. Philip 
i: relieved to see her face lighted with the familiar smile. 
His heart lightened, and he smiled happily back at her. 
> “Pm ready to go home now, Philip,” she said. 
) Happily, he tucked her hand under his arm and together 
mhey crossed the dusty street and proceeded on to their home 
mat 28 Broadway. . 
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and closer to 
‘ h, Angelica 
igs by the 
as the famili 
P Was accustomed to, Opening the 


er, he wondered j 
the workings of a woman’s fee ever truly understand 


Chapter VI 


The sound of the front doorbell came as a jarring note to 
the three people gathered around the small table in the 
White’s kitchen. After Sam had talked to Dr. Aarons, who 
Agreed to come over as soon as he could, to hear about the 
disappearance of Angie, the three of them discovered they 
Were quite hungry. No one had eaten anything since their 
lunch at Rockefeller Plaza. Somehow, it seemed eons ago 
that the four friends had sat engaged in casual conversation 
fn midtown Manhattan. So much had happened since. With 
Dr. Aarons’ expressed interest in the case, a great load 
seemed to be taken from them. He had even asked to speak 
with David on the phone, reassuring him that if, after he had 
listened to the story in detail from the three of them, he felt 
it was not something for him to handle, he would find some-- 
‘one else who was better qualified to do the job. Aarons had 
ented not to be longer than an hour and had been true to 
his word. Claire had scrounged the kitchen and had come up 
With the makings of some sandwiches and a fresh pot of 
‘strong, hot coffee. The food had been most welcome and re- 
freshing, and the coffee was stimulating. While Claire cleaned 
iup after the hastily prepared meal, David and Sam had lin- 
Bered over coffee at the table. She refused their proferred as- 
Bistance in tidying up. She considered the kitchen too small 
vand was sure they would merely be falling over one another. 
The two men had remained in the room to finish their coffee 
‘because all three seemed to feel an unspoken need to stay 
‘close together. Claire was just finishing the job of putting sil- 
Yyerware in the dishwasher when Aarons rang the doorbell, 
(which made them all jump slightly. It was one of those occur- 
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rences which is expected for such a long time that when it 
finally happens, it happens unexpectedly. 

Sam rose from his seat first. “I'll let him in,” he said and 
headed for the front door. Claire wiped her hands on the 
apron she was wearing and then took it off to hang it on the 
back of the chair. David was on his feet and unsure if he 
should wait for her or go on ahead. Seeing him hesitate, 
Claire told him to go ahead and meet Dr. Aarons; she would 
be along in a minute or two. That was all the encouragement 
David needed. Rapidly he strode out of the kitchen, down the 
hall, and into the beige and brown living room. There he 
found Sam and Dr. Aarons waiting for him. Sam introduced 
the two men. They shook hands and exchanged greetings. 
David was surprised to find that Dr. Aarons was a short man, 
roughly five foot five or six, he speculated. David himself was 
two inches over six feet. Over the phone, Aarons’ voice had 
such a commanding resonance to it, David had expected to 
see an imposing man in every respect. Instead, he found Dr. 
Aarons an ordinary human being like himself. David was, 
however, quite stricken with his eyes, which were dark to the 
point of being almost onyx-black and very penetrating, hyp- 
notic in a way, as though he must be able to see into the very 
soul of another human being if he so chose. His voice was 
melodic and well modulated, his hands expressive and quick. 
His dark wavy hair had begun to thin on top and to show 
some strands of gray, giving him an altogether distinguished 
and impressive appearance. A man of about forty-five or 
fifty, I should think, considered David. In fact, Dr. Aarons 
was forty-eight, trim of figure, with virtually unwrinkled skin, 
# man who exuded authority. David felt that his confidence 
in this man’s ability was well placed. 

Dr. Aarons spent very little time on ordinary small talk. 
After kissing Claire on the hand and then on the cheek, he 
took her to sit beside him on the sofa while he pressed David 
for details of the entire day and the events leading up to it. 
David tried to be as precise and specific as his memory would 
allow, with Sam interjecting a few details which he had over- 
looked. Dr. Aarons sat with a drink untouched on the table 
beside him. He wanted to be able to digest every nuance and 
to evaluate them all clearly. After the evening was over, if 
time permitted and he deemed it permissible, then he would 
relax with his hosts and enjoy their company. At the moment, 
his entire being was concentrated on sharing their misery and 
attempting’ to devise a way to recover David’s loss. When 
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David finished his account of the disappearance, Dr. Aarons 
luestioned him at great length about the relationship between 
Ant and her sister, Percy, going over in detail all that 

avid knew about each of Percy’s premonitions. Then he 
questioned David about Percy herself. He wanted to know 
What type of person she was. Was she of a stable or emo- 
tlonal disposition, was she nervous or calm, was she given to 
flights of fancy, or did she have her feet fairly well planted 
on firm ground? He nodded his head with each of David’s re- 
sponses, making no comments, simply probing further, Fi- 
hally, he asked if Percy had been notified of Angie’s disap- 
pearance? 

David squirmed a little under’ Dr. Aarons’ piercing gaze. 
He wondered if Aarons guessed the searing guilt he felt about 
fefusing to take Percy’s warning seriously. He shook his head. 
“No, I haven’t called her yet. Claire and Sam spoke so highly 
of you and your work, I secretly hoped that I wouldn’t have 
to call her about it at all. I guess I wanted you to walk in here, 
Wave a magic wand, and cause Angie to reappear like some 

fairy in a child’s storybook. That’s impossible, I know. 


#ven as I secretly prayed for it, I knew it wasn’t going to 


A” 


‘i 


§ 
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happen; but, God, I hate to tell Percy. She has every right to 
hate me for what I’ve done.” 
“I doubt if she’ll waste much time hating you if she’s the 
d of person you described to me. And, of course, you must 
hone her immediately. Not only does she have a right to 
ow, but she may be invaluable in finding Angie and re- 
turning her to where she belongs,” Dr. Aarons said sympa- 
thetically. 
“You don’t think there’s any possibility of solving this whole 
thing without involving Percy?” David wanted to know. “I’m 
Supposed to be here for two weeks. Don’t you think we could 
pone notifying her? It might even be possible to have 
er back by that time, don’t you think so?” he asked hastily. 


“I realize how distasteful this must be for you, and how 


much you would like to avoid informing her that her sister 

disappeared exactly as she had foreseen, but I’m afraid you 

have no other choice. It’s vital that she know. I suspect we're 

Pcs to need her help.” At the moment, Aarons considered 
ercy the best key to reaching her sister, 

“Does that mean you're not going to look for Angie your- 
self?” David felt his confidence in Dr. Aarons fading in the 
light of Aarons’ insistence that Percy was the answer. David 
didn’t understand what he had in mind. 
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“No, I didn’t say that at all, David. I just think we couli 
use this sister of your wife’s, who obviously has extremcly 
sensitive powers of awareness regarding Angie. To be frank, 
she may be more valuable than I am in this search, but that 
doesn’t mean I’m going to leave it entirely to her. On the 
other hand, she may prove to be of no particular benefit 41 
all. This is something we can’t tell until we try.” Dr. Aaron,’ 
voice was soft and persuasive, kindly and in no way demean 
ing, still David felt chastened by his reply. 

“TI guess what I need to know from you, Dr. Aarons, is what 
you really think of all this, so let me put it squarely to 
you. ... Do you think you can find Angie? Are you willing to 
try? How long do you think it’s going to take? I need some 
kind of reassurance that you’re not trying to pass the buck to 
Percy or that you feel there’s hope of succeeding, just some 
thing positive to go on.” David, sitting in the chair opposite 
Dr. Aarons and Claire, leaned forward, pressing his case with 
Aarons. “You see, this is my first experience with the occult 
or psychic phenomenon, or whatever you want to call it. It 
may seem very ordinary to you, because I understand thal 
you deal with the unusual all the time, but I’m completely in 
the dark. I don’t know how it works or what to expect or 
what I’m supposed to do or even what to think. I realize that 
all of you are at home with the subject, but I’m not. I'd ap- 
preciate it greatly if you would shed some light on the whole 
thing for me.” 

“That’s perfectly reasonable, David. ’'m sorry. Many things 
were going through my mind, and I didn’t realize that you 
were a complete novice.” Dr. Aarons rose to his feet and 
stepped to the center of the floor. He didn’t mean to hold a 
lecture, but he did feel more comfortable on his feet, more in 
command of the room, and better able to think while pacing 
very slightly back and forth across the center of the rug. “I 
haven't yet formulated any specific plan, but a few ideas have 
sprung to mind that I.feel must be -investigated first. How- 
ever, before I go into a ‘game’ plan, so to speak, for you, let 
me answer your questions. I truly don’t know if I can bring 
back your wife. At this moment I can’t say with any certainty 
where she is. There’s always the remote possibility that she 
may return by herself the same way she vanished. I feel that’s 
high unlikely, though, so don’t get your hopes up. Yes, I am 
willing to try to help you find her. Pm fascinated by all 
you’ve told me, and not only am I willing, but I would relish 
the attempt, to try to return her to you. I have a vague suspi- 
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Blon in my mind of what might be involved. If I’m right, it 
jhould be very interesting. As to how long it may take”—here 
© paused and shrugged his shoulders—“it’s impossible to tell 
now long it will ever take to solve a puzzle until we have all 
he parts and can determine how difficult the problem is. At 
§ point, it would be only a useless guess. It may be a mat- 
Mer of hours . . . or months... or years,” he concluded. 
) “Oh, my God,” came from David, who slumped back into 
he chair with a feeling of total defeat. “It can’t take years.” 
' Dr. Aarons stood in front of him. “I didn’t mean to 
fepress you. I simply wanted to lay out the facts to you. 
We're dealing here with an imperfect science, with intangibles 
and unknowns. Therefore, we’re never able to precisely 
predict the results. The best we can do is try and hope for the 
“best. You can’t give up at this point, David: we’ve not even 
begun.” He walked carefully to the table that held his drink 
yand carried it to David. “Here, you have this. You can use 
it more than I.” 
|, David accepted it halfheartedly and held it in his hand, 
gaze on the pattern of the rug. 
© Dr. Aarons didn’t move from in front of him. “Go ahead, 
ink it,” he encouraged, his voice low and commanding. 
When David had swallowed a healthy portion of the liquor, 
Aarons walked back to the sofa and sat beside Claire again. 
yShe had watched and listened carefully to everything he had 
(aid, sitting casually with her shoes kicked off and her feet 
“tucked under her; but there was nothing casual in her attitude. 


4 


ae Aarons had said to David registered in her mind, 


and quite possibly, if she had been asked to, she could have 
"piven it all back in exactly the same order, like a recording. 
She knew what was coming next, and she eagerly waited for 
’Dr. Aarons to resume. f 
| Putting the tips of his fingers together to form a kind of 
bridge with his two hands, Aarons began to speak slowly, 
methodically, persuasively. “Now, let me tell you how I would 
like to approach the search for Angie, your wife.” 
David sat upright, eagerly listening to Aarons now. “Yes,” 
he replied. 
“First, I think you must call her sister, Percy, and ask her 
to come here.” Releasing the tips of his fingers from each 
Other, he held up one for each point he made. “Second, we 
must go to the police and tell them only that your wife dis- 
appeared and where she disappeared. There is a remote pos- 
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sibility that she wandered away in the area and is suffering 
a temporary loss of memory.” 

_ David opened his mouth to object. He knew what he saw. 
But he thought better of it when Aarons raised his hand to 
silence him. “I know what you’re going to say,” admonished 
Aarons, “but I admitted it was a remote possibility. However, 
even an extremely remote possibility is worth following up if 
it could mean the return of your wife, don’t you agree?” 

“T agree,” nodded David. 

“Tomorrow morning, I must do some reading about the 
history of Trinity Church and the lower tip of Manhattan, 
and about Alexander Hamilton, also. When Percy arrives, 
you must call me immediately. I would like us all to go to 
the Trinity Church and Wall Street areas where you were. 
You can show myself and Percy exactly where all this took 
place. That way we'll have an opportunity to explore the 
area, both physically and psychically. I have a suspicion that 
Percy may be able to sense something there that pertains to 
the disappearance of her sister. At least, that’s my hope. Then 
we'll know better what steps to take. In the meantime, the 
police can be checking the hospitals, other police stations, 
and the city morgue,” Aarons concluded. 

At the mention of the morgue, David winced. No one had 
mentioned that possibility before, and the thought of it was 
repugnant. Seeing his reaction, Aarons added, “I’m sorry, 
David, but we must face that fact, too. Although, certainly, I 
hope as much as you that they find no trace of her there. It’s 
just that we have to investigate all avenues no matter how 
distasteful they might be.” He rose from his seat and bent to 
kiss Claire on the forehead. “I should be going, Claire, I have 
some things I want to check on tonight, a few books at home 
that may reveal something.” Sam came across the room to 
shake hands with him and escort him to the front door. 
David rose and followed behind him. 

“Thanks for coming, Damon,” Sam said, standing at the 
door with his friend. 

David reached out his hand to Dr. Aarons, who took it 
and said, “First, you must call your sister-in-law, Percy— 
What's her last name?” 

“Brooks,” said David. “She’s Mrs. Gordon Brooks.” 

“T must remember that ... Mrs. Gordon Brooks,” repeated 
Dr. Aarons. 

“She doesn’t mind being called Percy,” volunteered David. 

“Even by strangers?” queried Dr. Aarons. 
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“I doubt if 
plied. 
q “I think we'll get along splendidly,” Dr. Aarons remarked 
It’s most important that she arrive as soon as possible; please 
Stress that with her. If she can’t get here tomorrow, we'll 
P the trip to Trinity without her.” i 
“I’m sure she'll be here tomorrow j i » 
Wei cae w if she possibly can, 
. “Good. Then, tomorrow morning, you should go to t 
: lice station to report that your wife # missing ead aes ede 
( have any information on her. Like you, I don’t expect them 
) to, but it would make everything so simple if they did.” He 
) smiled at David. “I will be in touch with you about noon to- 
morrow after I’ve had a chance to do some preliminary work, 
| 7 dis aoe ones AS said and turned to leave. 
 * night, Damon,” Claire responded as he 
/ through the door. She had come to oe them, Mees: 
Closing the door behind him, Sam faced David, who 
“looked quite exhausted after his most difficult day. “Would 
) you like to spend the night here, David?” he asked. It seemed 
‘foolish for David to go back to the hotel by himself, “We 
vhave a spare bedroom you can use. You really look too tired 
ig go anywhere tonight.” 
ET am tired, Sam. Thanks very much for the offer. I appre- 
pCiate it, and maybe in a day or two when I really crave com- 
)Pany I'll take you up on it,” he replied. 
; “You're more than welcome to stay, David. I really wish 
you would. I don’t like the thought of you being alone with- 
ut someone to talk to if you can’t sleep,” Claire urged him 
With great concern in her voice. “It’s no trouble to us at all.” 
7 “I would feel better going back to the hotel, just in case—I 
“know it’s foolish—but just in case Angie is somewhere in the 
wity and thinks to take a cab back or calls or something. I 
know it’s not going to happen. I saw what happened to her. 
Still I would feel better,” he said, then added, “Cover all 
bases as your friend Dr. -Aatons said.” 
_ “T understand,” Claire responded. 
“Would you like us to call you a cab?” Sam asked. 
“No, I'll catch one on the corner with no trouble, Sam.” 
“Would you like to call Percy from here?” Claire asked, 
hesitant to let him go, feeling powerless and frustrated be- 
Cause of the desire to help and the inability to do so. 
“Thanks, Claire, but I think I’d rather face that task by 
Myself in the hotel room. Don’t worry about me; I'll be all 
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you'll remain strangers very long,” David re- 


right. I’m just tired. I think your Dr. Aarons is terrific, by the 
way, and I really hope he’ll be able to find Angie somewhere, 
somehow,” David said. 

“I do, too, David. I honestly do,” Claire agreed. 

David bent to kiss her on the cheek and shook hands with 
Sam. Carrying his jacket over one shoulder, he opened the 
door. “See you in the morning, and thanks for everything. 
Strange as it may seem, I think I’m going to be able to sleep 
tonight.” 

“I hope so,” said Sam. “If you don’t, just call and tell us 
you want to come back here.” 

“Tl do that.” David stepped out onto the sidewalk in front 
of their house and almost immediately turned back. He felt 
more alone than he had ever felt in his life and missed Angie 
more than he had ever dreamed possible. But resolutely, he 
headed for the corner to hail a cab back to the hotel in the 
desperate hope that she might open the door for him when he 
arrived, knowing all the while that it was not going to hap- 
pen, knowing all the while that he would have to open his 
own door to an empty dark hotel room full of her clothing, 
memories of her, and loneliness for her. And he knew that in 
that room also would be a telephone waiting for him to make 
that dreaded call which was bound to shatter Percy’s world 
for her. The trip back to the hotel room was the most diffi- 
cult task he had ever forced himself to do, but he knew that 
it was also the most necessary. 


Chapter VII 


A strong, hot breeze blew across the meadow of the 
Grange, causing Angelica’s hair to become disarranged and 
fly into her face. She laughed gaily as she fought to brush it 
from her eyes and confine it once more at the back of her 
head with the pins which had become loosened by the running 
and scrambling over rocks that had occupied her and her 
brothers this morning. The Grange was a marvelous place for 
hide and seek, being sixteen acres of trees, woods, brush, and 
Tocks. Papa must leave some of the land just as it is, she 
thought, wild and gay and rough so that we can always play 
games of tag or hide-and-seek here. And when the house is 
completed and we are all living here, how happy we shall be 
forever and ever. And happy she was this bright morning. 
Returning the last pin to its proper place, she called, “I shall 
come and find you wherever you are.” Looking carefully 
about her for any sign of her brothers, she slowly but 
Stealthily began to move. Was that Alex, Jr., she caught a 
glimpse of behind the great rock to her right, or was it the 
sun’s reflection? If she searched for him in that direction, 
would young John come dashing from behind tree on her left 
to touch home base? In seeking one, would she lose them 
both and have to take another turn 
Somehow, it didn’t seem fair at times 
girl in a family of five bo 


n it came to such games 
th them. It would be very 

little older than her two 
m brothers to play with. 
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At length, she decided to investigate the Tock in search of 
Alex, Jr., atid started to run in that direction when another 
gust of wind caught at her skirt and sent the sheer dotted 
muslin swirling about her. She reached out with both hands 
and fought to brush it back into place before it revealed too 
much of her demurely silk-clad legs. How fortunate only the 
family is here today, she thought, a slight blush springing to 
her cheeks, for at seventeen, she was now conscious of the 
opposite sex and grew unusually shy in their presence, except 
for her brothers and father. For a minute, the wind continued 
to circle playfully around her, and she no sooner settled her 
skirt in one place than it flew up in another. “Well,” she told 
herself laughingly, “I did ask for another playmate. Perhaps 


_the wind is a girl like myself.” 


For some few minutes Angelica stood there, wrestling with 
the thin white material which the breeze had made her play- 
mate. Finally, she decided that this was a game she couldn’t 
possibly win as long as the capricious breeze continued to 
blow in her direction, and she sank to the ground, gathering 
her skirts around her. “If this breeze doesn’t settle down, I 
shall have to quit and lose by default,” she said softly to her- 
self. “Would that I were a man to wear trousers or breeches 
for running and jumping.” A sound of muffled laughter came 
floating down from overhead. Momentarily forgetting the 
breeze, she sprang to her feet and raised her eyes to search 
the large chestnut tree just behind her and to the right. Metic- 
ulously, she scrutinized the giant trunk, finding no trace of 
human form visible; she slowly began to pace the distance be- 
tween her and the tree, moving her gaze upward to search 
the branches as she did so. But the branches were so well and 
thoroughly covered with bright green leaves that it was im- 
possible to penetrate them from the six or seven feet that sep- 
arated her from the great tree. From what she could see, it 
appeared to be devoid of humanity. She wondered if the 
wind and her ears might have played tricks and simply car- 
ried her own laughter around and back to. her again as it had 
seemed to enjoy swirling her skirt. She glanced at the next 
tree, about ten feet away and much smaller in size, rather a 
spindly-looking oak when compared to the chestnut tree in 
front of her. Hearing a rustling behind her, she twisted about 
just in time to see Alex, Jr., dash toward the wooden log they 
had dragged to a clearing and designated as home base. 
“Home free,” he shouted, bending to touch the log with his 
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hand, then setting his foot upon it in the fashion of a con- 
quering hero posing over a fallen foe. 

“Were you behind that rock, Alex?” she called to him. 

“Yes, and wasn’t that a splendid hiding place!” he called 
back to her triumphantly. 

Slightly put out with herself for not following her previous 
impulse to look behind his chosen refuge, she turned her back 
to him and continued resolutely toward the chestnut tree. 
Reaching the trunk she put both arms around it to see if 
there might be someone hiding on the opposite side. To her 
dismay, she felt no one but decided to have a look just in 
case they had taken a step or two away. Quickly she scurried 
around the tree, but there was no one hiding there. Alex was 
now sitting on the log enjoying this performance. He could 
not control his laughter, and it poured merrily forth. She 
turned to face him, her hands on her slender hips and fury in 
her pretty eyes. She stomped one foot and shouted to him, “If 
you don’t stop that, Alex, I shall quit playing with you now 
and forever.” 

“But you are such an amusing sight, Angelica, like a great 
huntress stalking her prey. It’s only a game you know,” he re- 
plied, ending the statement in another peal of laughter. 

“But I prefer to play the game seriously,” she returned pee- 
vishly, “and when you are older than fifteen years, you may 
learn to be serious about things, too, my dear brother.” 

“Oh ho,” said Alex. “I was wrong; it is not a huntress 
stalking her prey, but a lioness indeed.” 

“That is unkind of you, Alex,” she began when again the 
sound of muffled laughter reached her ears. This time she was 
certain that she had heard someone and not just the wind, 
and it had most definitely come from the large chestnut tree 
under which she stood. Lifting her face, she strained to seek 
out the source of the laughter, and there on the sixth branch 
up on the left-hand side, well camouflaged by the multitude 
of leaves, sat not only nine-year-old John but also Philip 
beside him. 

“Ha, I’ve caught the two of you,” she shouted and lifting 
her skirts with her two hands, she ran as fast as her lightly 
clad feet could carry her back to the log base with .Alex. 
Without a pause she bent over to touch the base with the tips 

of her fingers, and in her haste tripped over a stone and lost 
her balance. She collapsed into Alex’s arms. 

“Are you hurt, Angelica?” asked her startled brother. 

“TI don’t think so,” she replied and disengaging herself from 
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him, she stood up and began to smooth her dress into place. 
She felt a slight soreness in one leg and bent to rub it. “] 
think I hit my leg against the log as I fell,” she volunteered, 
but I don’t believe it’s been cut, only bruised. If you hide 
your eyes or look the other way,-I'll inspect it.” 
ex obligingly did as he was bidden, not only covering his 
eyes with his hands but also turning his head in order to 
avoid embarrassing Angelica as she raised her skirt and lace- 
Covered undergarment to reveal her white silk-stockinged leg. 
To her great relief the stocking had not been damaged. 

I believe it’s only a bruise, Alex. That’s a blessing, indeed. 
Stockings are so costly that I would hate to have to confess to 
Mama that I had ruined a pair of good white silk ones. You 
remember how she tried to persuade me to wear a pair of 
brown worsted: but they’re so uncomfortable on a hot day, 
that I would as leave wear none if it wouldn’t scandalize the 


world.” Dropping her skirt, sh d 
i ae rt, she added, “You may turn 


would think that he were his own son rather than a son-in- 


gee you suppose it’s because Grandfather never had a 


“Oh, I’ve known that for a long time. I never said anythi 
because I knew that I wasn’t su i Ae 
youre Sader ae pposed to know. Did you hurt 

a 0. It hurts some, but I’m sure I can walk on it,” - 
plied, then to make certain of it, she stood woe, 
steps away from the log. As she turned to retrace her steps 
back to her seat, she caught sight of her two brothers, Philip 
and John, who had climbed down from their perch ‘on the 
tree limb and were Tunning to the log. 
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“Wasn’t that a special hiding place John and I found?” 
Philip shouted to them. 

“Did you think you were birds?” taunted Alex. “Why did 
you not spread your wings and fly down from your perch?” 

“They’re not half beautiful enough to be birds, Alex,” re- 
marked Angelica. “Though Philip often thinks he is, I dare 
ity, the way the young ladies twitter around him now that 
Theodosia has married Mr. Alston, and Philip is free. I 
would venture to say he fancies himself a peacock.” 

“I prefer not to hear Theodosia’s name, sister. Please don’t 
peak of her. She’s gone now, and I would like to forget,” 
Philip instructed his sister. 

“Of course, we’re not birds, Angelica. How foolish of you 
to say so,” scolded serious-minded nine-year-old John, who 
found nothing at all amusing in Alex’s remark, and he didn’t 
understand his sister’s reference to Philip’s attraction for 
young women now that Theodosia Burr had chosen another 
man for her husband. His interest was in hide-and-seek, and 
he was more than a little irritated that his clever sister had 
found their hiding place. He liked it so well, he had planned 
to use it many times again. Now that would be useless since 
it would be one of the first places for someone to seek him. 
And Phi'ip had helped him climb higher in the tree than he 
would lik 2 to climb alone. Philip was older and stronger than 
he, and John felt safer when Philip was with him in the tree. 
Philip wouldn’t let him fall. 

“Don’t be angry, John. Getting caught is all part of the fun 
of the game, and we'll find a much better hiding place next 
time,” Philip guaranteed him. Philip understood without 
being told what was disturbing his younger brother. “Papa 
has told us many times that it’s important to learn how to 
lose gracefully and come back to play the game again with 
good cheer,” Philip reminded his younger brother. “You must 
remember that.” 

“I know,” replied John, “but I still don’t like to lose. Win- 
ning is more fun.” 

“Then you need more practice at losing,” Alex suggested 
jokingly. 

Angelica kissed John on the forehead. “Nobody likes to 
lose, ever, John. It’s all right to feel a little upset when you’re 
young ... but only a little, mind you. When you get to be as 
old as Philip, then you won’t mind so much,” she told him. 
She started to sit beside Alex again, but halfway down, she 
suddenly remembered something and jumped to her feet, “I 
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nearly forgot James,” she said. “I haven’t yet caught James. 
Do come help me search for him,” she said to her brothers. 

“But that would be unfair. Angelica, you couldn't be 
asking us to cheat, could you?” teased Alex. 

“Indeed yes, if that will discover him sooner. Pm quite 
hungry, and he’s always such a hard one to find. At least, you 
could tell me where you think he might be hiding,” she 
pleaded with her brothers. “Where shall I start to look?” 

“Tm hungry too, Angelica. I do wish you’d hurry so we 
could go back to Mama and Papa,” John said. He took great 
concern over the state of his stomach. 

“Why not call him to come home free?” suggested Philip. 
“Then we can go back to have lunch. I confess I’m quite 
ready to eat, also.” 

“But that would be admitting I lost. That would be surren- 
der. You shall all starve ere I surrender, game or no game.” 
And Angelica marched away huffily. A few feet distant, she 
stopped and assessed the situation. I must view this as a bat- 
tlefield, she thought, and myself the commander. What would 
Papa do? she conjectured. He’d certainly not surrender! Well, 
Alex had been behind that rock, she said to herself, looking 
in the direction of his hiding place, and John and Philip were 
in that tree, changing her glance to the tree which had shel- 
tered them. Sooooo, it would be most reasonable for James to 
take the middle course. I think I'll try the grove of trees by 
the brook over there. Lifting her skirts gingerly, she 
proceeded to tiptoe stealthily to a small but thick grove of 
maple trees beside the clear babbling brook which ran 
through their property. But she need not have made such a 
secretive approach, for upon reaching the group of trees, she 
saw that beyond them was a ragged cluster of laurel bushes 
which sheltered her brother, James, as he slept peacefully. 
She bent over him and breaking off a wisp of a branch of 
laurel, began to flick it about his ear. He brushed it aside 
with his hand. Again she flicked it about his ear, making a 
loud buzzing sound as she did so. She succeeded in waking 
him with a start. He suddenly sat upright, his eyes flying wide 
ee Seeing it was only his sister, he slumped and sighed 
a little. 


“Why did you frighten me so, Angelica?” he asked sleepily. 
“I didn’t really intend to frighten you, but I did want to 
waken you. How could you sleep so when we’re in the middle 
of a game of hide-and-seek?” she asked. 
“Oh, bother,” he replied. “It was so pleasant here in the 
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shade of the trees, and you were so long about finding me that 
I closed my eyes, but only for a minute. It was the sound of 
the brook babbling along that made me drowsy. I wish I had 
brought something for catching fish. Then, perhaps, I could 
have caught some while I was waiting for you.” 

“Well, come along. You’re the last one to be caught, and 
we're all quite starved. Do rouse yourself so that we may go 
back to Mama and Papa,” she told him. 

I'm awake, Angelica. Shall we run back to the others? 
Now that I’ve been Toused, I’m ravenously hungry myself,” 
he answered, springing to his feet. : 

In truth I’m glad to have found you, James, for I’m 
Weary from the game. You may run back to the others if you 
Wish, but I prefer to walk. I’ve Tun enough today. To run 
very much in this heat is tiring, I find, and I’ve a headache 
from it,” she said, touching her forehead with the back of 
one hand, James drew a clean linen handkerchief from his 
as and knelt beside the brook. Dipping the handkerchief 

to 1a wae ee? he lifted it and offered it to Angelica, 
oisten your face wi i i 
a aN e with this, Angelica. It may help a 

She took it gratefully, squeezed a little of the extr: 
from it and placed it on her face. “Thank you, J cries. tee 
help so. ne.” Suddenly, through her mind flashed, “You never 
know when you may need a clean handkerchief, girls,” and 
she Wondered why she should think of that. 

Silently they trudged back to their three companions. 
1 I shall be glad of something to drink, myself,” James said. 
‘This heat does make a great thirst.” 

Mama and I prepared lemonade fresh this morning, and 
she brought. some of her cherry shrub. She said we might 

Weaken it with tea so that it would not be too heady for even 
ou and John to drink. Papa wished to make a toast to the 
uilding of the house. Since the foundation is now completed, 
Mama thought we could all have a small glass of shrub in 
prot of the progress: that is being made,” Angelica informed 
“Then why are we being so slow i 
plea” Tame ee g ? Please hurry a little, An- 

am, James. Do you know that I caught Philip hiding j 

ft tree with John? Alex ran home free, hoe: vee 
petite for them. They’re all at the log waiting for us to 
James began to run in the direction of his brothers, but no- 
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ticing that his sister was not keeping pace with him, he 
slowed his step and fell in with her again. As soon as they 
approached the others, Philip, Alex, and John rose and joined 
them. They walked silently together to where their parents 
were seated in the shade of a great tree close by the new 
foundation of the house. Catching sight of her mother and fa- 
ther beneath the tree, Angelica could not suppress a content- 
ed smile from springing to her lips. Although they had been 
Married over twenty years, they still seemed to enjoy the 
company of each other as much as any young lovers she had 
ever seen, perhaps more, for there was a quiet understanding 
and acceptance of each other which had grown through the 
years. They sat now with her father’s head cradled in her 
mother’s lap as she fondly stroked his hair and gaily chatted 
away. Catching sight of their advancing offspring, Elizabeth 
raised an arm to wave to them. “Hello, there,” she called. 
Alexander raised his head slightly, and seeing that his chil- 
dren were returning, sat up beside his wife and waved to 
them. Seeing them together always filled him with pride and 

+ Satisfaction. While he relished the all too few carefree mo- 
ments he was able to spend with his “Betsy,” he adored his 
children, each and every one, and found that his time to 
romp and play with them was far less than he desired. It was 
his fervent hope, as well as Betsy’s, that when they actually 
removed themselves to the Grange, as he had named his 
country estate, he would be able to ease himself out of na- 
tional politics and begin to live the life of a country gentle- 
man, leaving home only for the professional circuit his law 
Practice would require. His reputation as a brilliant lawyer 
was increasing, but when Philip was at last a lawyer and his 
father’s partner, Alexander hoped to be able to relegate a 
goodly portion of the practice to his oldest, and, although he 
hesitated to admit it even to himself, favorite son. Eventually, 
_as the other boys matured, if they showed a like interest jn 
law, he would hope they, too, would choose to join with him: 
but for now, his aspirations were all with Philip. As the chil- 
dren joined their parents, Alexander noted that Angelica 
seemed flushed. 

“You must not overtax yourself in this heat, my dear An- 
gelica,” he admonished her. “You will bring on a headache.” 

- “She has one already,” responded James. 

“James!” She frowned at her brother. “I did not wish 
Mama and Papa to know.” Turning to her father, she added, 
“If I’m to compete with my brothers in the games they pre- 
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_ imprinted 
_ avoid for iis children at all costs. Therefore, he wished them 
) to be alwa ’s in the 
" Bave him the most 
” Sensitive, albeit irrepressibly lively, 


| fered amidst gales of laughter from 


fer, I’m afraid I must use all my ability. But you must not 


_ Worry, Father. It’s only the heat which fatigues me. I shall be 


completely recovered after something cooling to drink and a 
R00dly bite to eat, I’m famished.” 

“You must take care, daughter. Both Mama and I are most 
desirous that all of the family be in the best physical health 


| 80 that we may avoid contracting the dreadful yellow fever if 


it should come again this summer.” : 
Nearly every year in late summer there was an outbreak of 


_ yellow fever in the larger cities. In 1793, while Alexander 


iladelphia with the 


© memory of that summer’s suffering was: forever deeply 
in his mind. It was a suffering that he wished to — 


best possible health. It was Angelica who 
concern, being of nature, a delicate and 
; young lady. 

After we have some food and feel refreshed, I'll take your 
place with the boys and best them all on your behalf,” he of- 
his sons. 

Angelica helped her mother 


f 8tass beneath th 


good health for our family as we are today and those that 
may be added in the years to come. I have never enjoyed a 
banquet so much as I have enjoyed this simple picnic with 
my family on the birthday of our country. Join me in drink 
ing to the future of our home and the future of our country. 
Long may they both prosper.” So saying, he raised his glass 
to his lips and drained it. Each member of the family did 
likewise. 

“And now,” he said, placing his glass beside his wife on 
the quilt, “I'll show you young rascals how to play at hide- 
and-seek, if you will.” 

Instantly, the boys sprang into action, accepting their fa- 
ther’s challenge. 

“Young John,” he said, “would you like to be partnered 
with your father this time?” 

John drew himself up and squared his shoulders, looking 
his father in the eye. “No, sir,” he said staunchly. “I should 
like to be on my own, if you don’t mind.” 

“Ho!” laughed his father. “So the young bird would like to 
try his wings. Very well, I stand rejected,” he said. 

“Father,” ventured Alex, Jr., “if you’re to take Angelica’s 
place, then you must be the one to look for us, since she 
complains that’s what she always has to do.” 

“Then I shall,” their father agreed. The five of them 
started for the log where Alexander was to hide his eyes and 
count to fifty. : 

“I shall call you all to come in when Angelica and I have 
packed away the remainder of the food and the quilts,” said 
Betsy. “We must start the trip back to the city soon. | 
promised Gussie that we would be back shortly after William 
and Elizabeth woke from their naps. And you must attend 
the banquet of the Cincinnati this evening, Alexander.” 

Her husband stopped and turned to his wife. “Oh,~yes, so | 
must. Thank you, my dear, I had quite forgotten.” To the 
boys he said, “Only one game, then, and we shall return be 
fore Mama and Angelica have finished their work.” 

“Oh, Papa, must we?” John asked. 

“Indeed we must. There will be other days and other 
games, I promise, John,” his father replied. 

Betsy stood for a moment, watching the man who was the 
joy of her life romp like a boy with his sons, then she con 
fided to Angelica, “How happy I shall be when the house is 


completed and we have Papa to ourselves here.” 


“Shall we have our own ice house here, Mama?” Angelica 
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Inquired, taking a last sip from her glass before packing it 
aWay. 
“We most certainly shall have one, and a well with fresh 
ring water, clear and sweet. There'll be no more sending 
own to the Tea Water Pump for drinking water. And we 
shall have a smokehouse and an enormous garden full of fruits 
And berries and vegetables—more than we can eat. It will 
be just like Grandfather Schuyler’s home in Albany—a happy 
home, Angelica. That is my prayer for us, a home as happy 
is the Pastures when I was growing up.” 
Swiftly and expertly the two women packed the remains 
{nto the baskets and carefully shook and folded the hand- 
fade quilts and tucked one over the top of. each basket. 
en they set the baskets beside the tree and walked together 
inspect the foundation of the house. Slowly Betsy paced 
und the foundation, mentally planning how the house 
ld look when completed and wondering how long it 
uld be before they could move their belongings into the 


few home. 

) At length, Angelica qiestioned her mother, “Mama, when 

We are living here, do yc 1 suppose that I might have my own 

Vlary? You know how well I love birds, and I promise that I 

- ge myself to only a few. Would you talk to Papa 
me?” 


“But why don’t you ask him yourself, my dear?” her 
Mother suggested. 
"I don’t think I could bear it if he said ‘no,’ ” was the girl’s 
simple, honest reply. 
, “If your father says ‘no,’ then I shall speak with him. If I 
ve any powers of persuasion with him, you shall have your 
s—but not too many,” Betsy agreed. 


| True to his word, Alexander did not allow his sons to keep 


overlong. Since President Washington had died the year 
fore, Alexander Hamilton replaced him as the president of 
@ Society of Cincinnati and, as such, presided over their an- 
al July fourth banquet each year. But first, he must convey 
Dis family to their home, refresh himself, and change into 
lore suitable clothing. All this would take time. The family 
Mow piled very happily into the carriage Alexander had 
fented for the day from the livery in the city. When they 
Were all safely aboard, the driver began the nine-mile trip 
ick to the city. 
) “Papa,” said Angelica, “when do you think the house will 
finished so that we may move into it?” 
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“Tf there is not too much foul weather, the workmen and 
Mr. Weeks should have the exterior walls completed before 
winter, then they will be able to continue work on the inside 
of the house through the cold weather, and I should hope 
they might be finished with it in the spring of next year. 
Would that suit you?” he asked. 

“Very well, indeed,” she replied happily. “I shall be happy 
living in the country. But I wish it would be possible to have 
a great ball there this Christmas.” 

“That will have to wait until next year,” her mother re- 
plied. 

For a while they continued their journey in silence. The 
two younger boys closed their eyes and rested their heads 
against the seats. The combination of heat and running had 
taken its toll on their energy. Betsy sat erect, gazing at the 
beautiful green of the countryside and the dark Palisades of 
New Jersey across the flowing Hudson River. It was a most 
mpressive and peaceful view and one she never tired of 
watching. In the distance, not too far from the river on this 
side, stood a large white house, Richmond Hill. As they grew 
closer to it, she said to her husband, “I believe that Rich- 
mond Hill is one of the loveliest and most impressive homes 
in the whole area.” 

“Tt has lost all its charm for me since Theodosia left,” 
Philip remarked. 

“And I fear it has never held charm for me at all,” said his 
father. “First it was the home of John Adams and now the 
home of Aaron Burr. I’m afraid that is not much to recom- 
mend its charm, my dear Betsy. It is difficult to say whether 
the house is responsible for perverting the thinking of its 
owner or whether it might be mere coincidence that the two 
men who bear me only ill will have happened fo settle upon 
Richmond Hill for their home.” 

“Are you so certain, Father, that the Vice-President wishes 
you ill?” Philip questioned. 

“Had I not worked diligently to prevent it, Mr. Burr might 
now be the President of this country instead of its Vice- 
President,” Alexander told his son in a quiet steady voice. 
“Aaron Burr is no man’s fool and least of all his own. We 
are completely apart in our thinking regarding the future of 
this country. I would most eagerly sacrifice my practice, my 
small fortune, my very life, to strengthen her central govern- 
ment that she might sail like a great ship of .state through the 
troubled waters she is bound to encounter ahead. I would 


114 


; 


weld together the thirteen states so that like a metal statue 
they would stand forever solidly together, one and insepara- 


ble. I believe this country has a great future and will eventu- 
ally become a strong world power with the right men to 
guide her. But I fear the individual states still think of their 
Own sovereignty and preferences before they consider the 
good of the country as a whole, but I pray that will come in 
time as our country grows older. As for Colonel Burr, I fear 
that he considers what is to his best advantage before he con- 
Siders either his country or his state, and I cannot refrain 
from saying so when I feel the future of this country is at 
stake. And so, I do not feel that we are the closest of friends, 
Philip, nor are we likely to become so.” 
“Perhaps if Theodosia had agreed to marry me, it might 
have helped to heal the breach between you,” replied Philip. 
“Her thinking had a great influence on her father.” 
“And his on her,” returned Alexander. “I must confess that 
I was much relieved when she decided to marry Mr. Alston, 
Philip. I liked Theodosia very much, but such a union would 
have been impossible for both families. And since she and 
her husband seem to b : genuinely in love with one another, it 
would be best for you 1) put her from your mind.” 
“But I have known her all my life that I can remember, 
) Papa. I have always found her to be superior to other women 
in beauty, in thought, in intellect. We spent much time to- 
gether as children and grew most fond of each other. I had 
hoped that she had the same affection for me that I had for 
her. It’s not easy to forget a woman that you regard as near 
perfection.” 
“Yes, she was that,” agreed Angelica. “I always adored and 
‘slightly envied Theo for being so brilliant and accomplished 
; and outgoing—all those things that I would like to be and am 
fot. I miss her, too, but I can take solace in the fact that 
from all reports she’s extremely happy in her new situation. 1 
Wish you could find comfort in that fact, too, Philip,” she 
Said to her brother. 

“You must try to forget your disappointment, Philip, not 
brood on it.” his mother advised him. “There are many lovely 
young. ladies you might consider. You’re a most handsome 
young man, if I may say so, and a number of the most fash- 
lonable women of good families have indicated to me that 
avon not look unfavorably on having you for a son-in- 
“Their daughters, unfortunately, do not 
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interest me, 


Mother,” Philip replied. “When you have known the best, it 
is difficult to think of accepting anything less. You must al- 
low me some time, and I promise I shall make an effort to 
forget Theo.” Z 
“T understand your feeling, Philip. While I may find other 
women attractive enough for a harmless flirtation, I would 
not exchange the lot of them for your mother,” said Alexan- 
der. 
Betsy colored slightly at this extravagant flattery from her 
husband, but she knew it to be true. Indeed, he was prone to 
accepting and even relishing the adoration which other 
women showered upon him—some of them exquisitely beau- 
tiful, brilliantly educated, and extravagantly wealthy—but she 
did not trouble herself much about them. After all, her hus- 
band was the handsomest, most brilliant, most accomplished 
man in the country and she loved him, worshiped him, and 
knew that his love for her was equally as strong and would 
always bring him back to her before he strayed too far. At 
times she longed to be free from financial worry and the 
strains of raising their seven children. At times she mis ed the 
social life they had together when he was Secretary of the 
Treasury and she was the third lady of the land. But the 
seven children were all so dear to her that she would not ex- 
change a one of them for a life of carefree socializing with 
her beloved Alexander. Often enough they dined at the home 
of a friend, or entertained at dinner themselves, but nothing 
to compare with the entertaining of her sister Angelica 
Church, who was the most envied and imitated social leader 
of New York society. Beautiful Angelica gave almost nightly 
soirees, afternoon teas or salons, constantly surrounded by 
handsome men, young and old alike, leading members of so- 
ciety or important political figures. Angelica had a quick 
mind and the leisure time in which to hone it to perfection 
‘with reading or conversation. She adored her brother-in-law 
and loved to spend hours conversing with him, and was able 
to do so on a level above Betsy’s capabilities. But Betsy was 
by nature a homebody and provided for Alexander the an- 
chor and substance he needed. He and Angelica, both of 
whom Betsy loved, were like the same side of a coin, but he 
and his wife were the two different sides, and therefore, made 
one complete whole. She envied no one woman in all this 
_ country, for she knew she had the best of everything this land 
could offer. But even she would breathe more easily when 
there were fewer demands on his time so that he might give 
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more of it to her and the children. The Grange might not be 
80 large and fine a house as Richmond Hill, but Betsy knew 
_ that she would love it better. 
__ Again a kind of relaxed silence fell over the group as they 
continued their journey into the city. Each of them was ab- 
sorbed with his own thoughts and James and John slept the 
peaceful, innocent sleep of children. At last they reached the 
point where the Boston Post Road became the Bowry Road 
and then in a few blocks turned right on Chatham Street. 
When they were very close to Broadway, they noticed a great 
crowd of people gathered in the park across from the brick 
‘church. As they drew abreast of the park, it became obvious 
‘that the crowd was listening intently to a young man who 
was zealously delivering an address in honor of the July 
-celebration. Philip recognized the young man as 
George Eacker. He had met Eacker several times before and Z 


did not care very much for him. 
_ “T should like to stop and hear what he has to say, Father. I 
understand him to be a partisan of Mr. Burr,” Philip said. 
“Then I would prefer that you not listen to him, Philip. I 
Would not have you swayed to Mr. Burr’s persuasion, and 
, a not likely to be a complimentary to me,” responded his 
father. 
_ “If Theodosia could not convert my thinking to her 
father’s, there’s very little chance that Mr. Eacker would 
“succeed. Still, I especially want to hear what he has to say. 
_Pve been told that he has a great deal of influence among the 
other young members of the bar,” protested Philip. 
A “Yes, Ive heard that myself. Very well, since you seem 
lous to hear this speech, we shall both stay.... But I 
‘ warn you, Philip, you must be prepared to listen to my ene- 
vies, young and old alike, without rancor,” replied Alexan- - 
er, signaling the driver to stop the carriage. 
‘Please, Philip, don’t go,” said Angelica. “I fear for you.” 
Oh, you need not trouble yourself on my behalf. Father 
‘will prevent me from striking anyone, I would wager,” he as- 
a her. 
ze Putting her hand on his sleeve to restrain him, she renewed 
her plea. “No, Philip, you must not go. I feel frightened. 
_ Please, I beg of you. No good can come of this. Papa, tell 
{ him not to stop. I implore you.” Angelica’s voice was increas- 
ne a pitch and fervor as she felt her plea was going to be ig- 
‘nored. 
' “Don’t fret yourself, Angelica: your father will prevent any 


117 


harm from coming to Philip, or his inflicting harm on anyone 
else for that matter, I’m sure. I fear it’s been too difficult a 
day for you and your headache is making you distraught,” 
her mother said, patting her hand comfortingly. 

Angelica was not to be comforted so easily, though. Her 
concern for her brother was genuine and terrifying. She did 
not know what she expected to happen to him at such a large 
and open gathering, but she knew that she must somehow 
prevent his joining the crowd for this speech. Turning to her 
father, she was very near hysterics as she pleaded with him. 
“Father, I beg you not to stop. Please let us all go home to- 
gether. You and Philip must not stay here. I know it. Why do 
you doubt me when I tell you that it will spell misfortune?” 

Alexander cupped her chin in his hand and raised her face 
that he might kiss her cheek. How dear to him was this 
strangely sensitive child and how beautiful the relationship 
between herself and Philip. But her concern puzzled him, for 
this was a large but orderly crowd from what he could see, and 
he had faced worse before now without anyone worrying on 
his behalf, and would doubtless be called on to do it again. 

Looking tenderly into her eyes, he said, “My dear child, 
your concern is for naught. We shall take the utmost care, 
staying at the back of the crowd, and Philip shall have angry 
words with no one, I promise you that. For my part, I think 
the diversion of the crowd and listening to the speech of 
young George Eacker might do him some good. It will help 
take his mind away from Theodosia and his sorrow at losing 
her. To that end, I think it would be beneficial for us to go.” 

Angelica saw the logic of her father’s argument, but her 
concern for her brother did not leave her mind. “Then I shall 
go with you,” she resolved. 

Alexander and Philip stepped from the carriage. Betsy put 
a hand out to restrain her daughter. “I think you should 
come home to rest, Angelica.” 

“No, Mother, I’m determined to go with Philip and Father 
if they insist on going,” she answered. 

“Let her come, Betsy. She is so agitated that she would not 
be able to rest were she to return with you now. Having her 
with us will assure that we do not tarry overlong, and she can 
rest when we arrive home. You and the younger boys return 
home with the carriage. We’ll be along directly,” he said and 
closed the carriage door, signaling the driver to continue. 

Together the three of them walked to the edge of the 
crowd in the park and grew attentive to the words of the en- 

118 


thusiastic young speaker, who had grown warm to his subject 
land was now waving his arms in the air as he declaimed the 


es of his mentor, Vice-President Aaron Burr. Listening 
© the praise of Mr. Burr in such glowing terms, Alexander 
leaned against a tree, crossed his arms, and allowed a slight 
sardonic smile to creep onto his face. What a shame that 
Colonel Burr himself was not here to listen to this lavish 
praise. I daresay he would agree with every word the young 
man has uttered, Alexander thought. I wonder if ever there 
be occasion for someone to express such extravagant sen- 
ments concerning me. I suppose not, he reflected. It’s just as 
well, for I would not deserve them anymore than Mr. Burr. 
We should leave great praise for greater men than we are. 
_ Suddenly, the tenor of the speech changed. Young Eacker, 
unaware that the Hamiltons were in the crowd of people lis- 
Fiening to him, began an attack on the Federalist party, and 
WAlexander, as the head of that party, drew his particular fire. 
WAlexander straightened his back and drew himself up to his 
height of five feet, seven inches. If he were going to be 


attacked broadside, at least he would be alert to every innu- 
endo. Stealing a glance at his son, Alexander saw storm 
clouds of anger brewing on the handsome young face, fury 
shing into his eyes. He has a great deal to learn, thought 
his father. If he desires to be in public life at all, he must 
not allow himself to be so easily pushed around, so quickly 
Woffended. He must learn to be attacked without being hurt. 
At the moment, young Philip is as much of a hothead as 
this George Eacker, reasoned his father. I must remember to 
have a long talk with him about this. 
| Turning away from his son’s quiet fury, Alexander exam- 
ined his daughter’s face. What he saw there was not anger 
but terror. Perhaps he had been wrong in allowing her to stay 
with them, but no father is constantly infallible, and it is by 
trial and error we learn, he told himself. I fear I must shelter 
her from any further personal attacks on me. She does not 
seem able to endure it. Comfortingly, he put his arm around 
ther shoulders, but she seemed not to notice, so intent on the 
) young speaker was she. 
'- Through the remainder of the speech, Philip stood with his 
‘fists clenched at his sides, his face pale and hard as he lis- 
tened carefully to the vehement attack upon his father and 
Ais father’s party. At last it was over. The crowd began to 
disperse. The trio of Hamiltons quietly retreated from the 
park and began to walk toward Broadway and home. 
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the churchyard. 
“Yes, I promised,” 
“It matters not wh p. I must prevent 
shall hold you to that promise. 
she insisted. 


said Philip in a rage. 

“You must not let speeches of that nature upset you, 
Philip,” said his father. 

_ “But most of what he said was not true, and there was no 
One to answer the charges,” said Philip. 

“This is not a court of law, Philip. Maybe someday the two 
of you will meet in court to argue a case. Then you may 
stand up and rebut him and be applauded for your effort, but 
my reputation cannot be destroyed by one speech made by a 
young upstart such as this man. Let it not trouble your prevent it. I must preven 
mind,” cautioned his father, reasonably. been. I’m sure I Saal thee te py 
' “But how can you not be inflamed by the derogatory |) She shook her pretty ‘i 
things he said about you and your party, Father? Don’t you |) “What an odd t 

care?” asked Philip, incredulous that his father was seemingly | 
: 


“But there is, Father, and only I can 


“I should like to knock his lying head off his shoulders,” _ Philip was silent for a moment, remembering his pledge in 


so unaffected. : f 
“Of course I care, Philip. No one likes to hear his charac- 
ter smeared or the work he has done or is striving to do belit- 
tled. But it is important to look at the source. The work I did 
as Secretary of the Treasury stands to be examined by all, 
_ and I am proud of that work. The country has a substantial 
fiscal policy, which was my doing. The young man who de- 
__ ¢ried me is a young jackanapes just beginning his career. His 
' feet are not yet wet in the sea of politics. He thinks to earn 
himself a reputation at my expense. It is a cheap trick and | 
likely to earn him only the disrespect of both parties. He has 
done me no real harm today. I cannot say that I enjoyed his 
remarks concerning me, but it is merely the sting of a ‘ 
Mosquito rather than a scorpion, merely a prick which is | 
uncomfortable for a moment but hardly likely to be fatal,” 
_ Alexander explained to his son. 
“TI see the reason in what you say, Father, but I cannot put 
down my anger as easily as you do. I find his comments in- 
excusable,” replied Philip. ; 
“You are still young,” said the elder Hamilton. 
“You must forget this, Philip. You must not quarrel with 
him,” came the quiet resolute voice of Angelica, whom they 
had both forgotten for the moment. 
“But he has started it by picking a quarrel with Father,” he 
answered. 
“No, Philip. I implore you. You must honor your promise 
_ to me. You pledged that you would not quarrel, and I shall 
not release you from that promise,” insisted Angelica. 
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Chapter VIII 


The sky was dark, gray and cloudy as Percy stepped from 
the plane at La Guardia Airport. Looking up at the forebod 
ing sky, she thought how well it seemed to fit her mood. She 
felt gray and overcast and sad herself. I don’t think I could 
have endured it if the city had been bright and gay when | 
arrived, she thought, making her way to the terminal. I sup- 
pose I always expected to see New York at sometime or 
other but not this way ... never like this, with a hatred and 
dread already filling my mind. But that can’t be helped now, 
she told herself reasonably. She searched the crowd for 
David, who had promised to meet her on arrival. At last, she 
caught sight of him and started to make her way through the 


‘Mass of people in between while he made his way toward 


her. She was a little surprised at her great relief in finding 
him so easily. Although she was a grown woman capable of 
fending for herself, still there was comfort in seeing a famil- 
iar face in this swarm of unfamiliar humanity. She felt again 
a twinge of regret that Gordon hadn’t been able to come with 
her. He had an urgently pressing business deal worth a cou- 
ple of million dollars to the company which had been hang. 
ing fire for quite a while, and he expected to be able to wrap 
it up in the next two days. She couldn’t insist that he simply 
drop it at this point, but she did miss his reassuring presence. 

David was, at last, beside her, taking from her the small 
bag she carried. He kissed her cheek and said, without 
smiling, “Hello, Percy. I’m glad you could get here so fast, 
Can I get your luggage for you” 

“Hello, David,” she responded. She was startled to see that 
he seemed drawn and a trifle haggard in spite of the fact that 
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he had showered and shaved only a few hours earlier. She 
rummaged through her handbag and came up with the bag- 
fage claim checks. Handing them to David, she said, “You 
tan get these for me, but I'd like to come with you, if you 
‘don’t mind.” 

David took the checks and smiled at her a little ruefully. 


“Are you afraid I'll lose you, too?” he asked. 


The remark startled Percy. She hadn’t meant it to chastise 
him, but apparently, his nerves were more on edge than she 
‘Tealized. But, then, it occurred to her that he had probably 
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mot intended his remark to be sarcastic either, and it struck 
ther that way only because her own nerves were badly frayed. 
‘Poor David, she thought, of course it’s much harder for him. 
1 must take-extra pains not to upset him these next few days. 
iter we get our soundings of each other, it’ll be easier. 
In the taxi on their way into the city, Percy finally 
Gathered the courage to tell David what was on her mind, 
ind she was sure was also on his. “David, I want you to 
tnow that I don’t blame you for what happened. You mustn’t 
nish yourself with remorse.” 
“Percy, how can you honestly look at me and say that?” he 
ked. “I behaved like such an ass. But I really didn’t believe 
at anything was going to happen to Angie while I was with 
er. Of course, I’m sorry, but it’s a little late for that, isn’t it? 
ou haven’t asked, but I thought you’d like to know that I 
‘don’t plan to go to any of the meetings. I called to tell them 
that I was ill with a virus and was under a doctor’s care. 
hey didn’t question it, so I’m off the hook there.” 
“Don’t you think you should have tried to make it to at 
past some of them, David?” she asked. 
“TI wouldn’t have had my mind on anything. It would just 
@ a waste of time. I can’t think of anything else, Percy. I 
eep going over and over the thing in my mind, and I keep 
oming up with the same answer. It couldn’t have happened. 
' What I saw with my own eyes, just couldn’t have happened.” 
' “Do you want to tell me about it now, David?” she asked. 
“If you can stand to wait, I'd prefer to postpone it until we 


ta 
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_ Bet to the others. I’m anxious for you to meet Dr. Aarons. He 


thinks you can be very helpful. It would be better, I think, if 
'We were all together. I’ve been over it so many times, I’ve 
lost track of what’s important and what isn’t and what hap- 
“pened when. All that keeps flashing through my mind is An- 
“Bie going out the door into that misty cloud, but when I went 
out the same door a few seconds later—only a few seconds, - 
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Percy—all was bright and clear; no fog, no cloud, no Angie. 
I don’t understand it,” he said. “She had just vanished. It was 
just like you said, only it wasn’t black at all, just a kind of 
misty fog ... that wasn’t really there.” 

“It’s probably better to wait so the others can add what 
they saw. I’d like to get as clear a picture as possible the first 
time I hear it. By the way, where are we going to meet them? 
Are we going to the hotel?” she inquired. 

“No, we're going directly to their house. They’ve insisted 
that you stay there. They have extra rooms, so I accepted for 
you. You won’t mind that, will you?” When he had accepted 
their invitation for Percy to stay with them, it seemed like a 
perfectly natural thing to do, but it now occurred to him that 
she might feel ill at ease staying with people she had never 
met. 

“Oh, somehow I expected to be staying in the same hotel 
you were,” she responded a bit hesitantly. 

“They invited me to move in, too,” he continued. “I didn’t 
want to leave the hotel last night just in case Angie miracu- 
lously found her way back there.” After a few seconds which 
brought no response from Percy, he added, “She didn’t, of 
course. I really didn’t expect that she would ... just hoped.” 
They rode a few more blocks in silence, both staring out the 
windows, looking at, but not really noticing, the people, the 
shops. David thought how different this trip into the city was 
from the one he and Angie had taken such a few short days 
before. He glanced at Percy, whose face revealed none of 


' what she might be thinking. 


“Fd like to stay at the hotel again tonight, Percy, if you 
don’t mind, just in case. Then tomorrow Yll move in with 
you at the Whites’s. Will that be all right?” he asked. 

“Yes, of course, David. That reminds me. You told me the 
names of your friends but with everything else on my mind, I 
don’t remember,” she apologized. 

“Claire and Sam White,” he answered. 

“Such simple names, how could I forget? Claire and Sam 
White. I think it’s lovely of them to offer to take me in. It’s 
probably much better than being in a hotel room by myself,” 
she remarked. 

“I know you'll like them. They’re very concerned about 
Angie and want to do all they can to help. They knew Dr. 
Aarons. He’s a friend of theirs. That’s how we happened to 
ask for his help,” David explained. 

“Have you heard anything from the police yet?” she asked. 
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} “Yes. For what it’s worth, they haven’t turned up anyone 


_ of her description at any of the precinct houses, and they’ve 
» checked all the hospitals. Nothing on her. Of course, we 


iy 


didn’t expect anything, but Dr. Aarons thought we ought to 
check,” he told her. “We’re to keep in touch with them every 
day if she doesn’t turn up.” 
“What did‘ you tell them about it?’ She wondered how 
_ much they had divulged. 
“Only that she had disappeared while we were at Trinity 
Church,” he answered. “They didn’t ask for too many details 
about her disappearance, and I didn’t feel that we should be 
‘too specific. Dr. Aarons didn’t think so either. It would sim- 
' ply complicate what should be a routine check. We really 
went to the police just to cover all bases ... you know, just 


_ in the hope that our suspicions are wrong. Dr. Aarons seems 


' 
} 


_ “Do you know what he suspects?” she asked, looking at 


1 
cr 


4 


h 


‘to have something in mind, a theory, I mean. That may be - 
just wishful thinking, but at least I got that distinct im- 
| pression.” 3 


1 him inquisitively. “Are you holding something back in order 
_ to spare me? I’d rather you didn’t.” 
“No, I’m not keeping anything from you. What did you do 


for Angie, he’d forgotten that Percy would have to make 


/ with the children by the way?” he questioned. In his anxiety 


some arrangement for her family if she were going to get 


fi away. It was not until he noticed children of about the same 


age playing on the street that he wondered how she had man- 
_ aged that. 


_ “Oh, Mrs. Purcell is with them. She’s going to stay until I 


— 
oe 


can get back. I told her I thought it would be about a week. 
_ She’s like a grandmother to them. They love her, and she’s so 
terrific I don’t have to worry about it at all. I was lucky that 


_ she was free. And, of course, Gordon is home with them at 
" night,” she said, then added, “I hope I can get back within a 
week. Do you think that’s possible, David? Did Dr. Aarons 


give you any clue?” ‘ 
“No, he wouldn’t say,” David told her reluctantly. 
She turned from him to examine the houses on the street 
as the cab slowly pulled to a stop in front of the one of them. 
' David paid the driver and got out. Walking around behind 
the cab, he opened the door for her and helped her to the 
sidewalk. In the meantime, the driver took her luggage from 
the trunk of the cab and set it beside her on the sidewalk. 
David tipped the man and thanked him. The driver, in turn, 
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thanked David and climbed back into his car and was soon 
lost in the traffic. Percy took a quick look at the house in 
front of them as David picked up her luggage, moved it to in 
front of the door and rang the bell. So this is a New York 
brownstone, she thought. She liked it better than she had ex- 
pected she would. She found the pots of pink geraniums and 
variegated ivy in front of the house most attractive. There 
was a pair of matching boxwoods in large white cement pots 
flanking the door, which was painted a dark mustard color. 

The door opened for them, and there stood Sam in brown 
and white checked slacks and a brown pullover shirt. 

“Here, let me help you with those, David,” he said and 
grabbed the larger of the two bags without waiting for 
David’s approval. “Come on in. We'll just put them here in 
the front hall for the time being, take them upstairs later.” 
Turning his head in the direction of the kitchen, he called, 
“Claire, they’re here. Can you come in?” 

“Sam, this is Percy. I told her you had invited her to stay 
with you,” David offered. 

Sam extended his hand to her. Percy took it and smiled at 
him. His handshake was warm and friendly, she noted, and 
some of the customary stiffness of meeting strangers seemed 
to vanish from the room as he returned her smile. 

“Hello, Sam,” she said quite simply. 

Claire appeared in the hall, a kitchen towel in her hands, 
which she threw over her shoulder. It settled there as casually 
and comfortably as if it had been a well-placed silk scarf. 
Claire had a way of looking chic even when disheveled. 
Percy cast an approving eye over her hostess and noticed 
with admiration how well she looked in her apricot slacks 
and matching short-sleeved pullover. Over this she wore 2 
paler apricot voile shirt with the sleeves rolled up. She strode 
directly to Percy and kissed her on the cheek. Be: 

“Welcome, Percy. I do hope you’re comfortable staying 
with us,” she said, then turned her attention to David. “You 
didn’t sleep much, did you?” she said sympathetically. 

“TI didn’t really expect to,” he replied. 2 

“Come in and sit down,” Claire urged them both, leading 
the way into the living room. “Damon called this morning to 
say he would be out for a while, but we were to call his 
apartment as soon as Percy arrived. He didn’t want us to for- 
get. Have either of you eaten?” she asked. 

Neither had thought about food since breakfast and shook 
their heads. 
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“Good,” said Claire, “I was just fixing a late lunch for Sam 
| and me, but there’s enough for all of us. Would you like to 
) change or wash up before eating, Percy? I know traveling in 

midsummer isn’t a lot of fun in the best of circumstances,” 
“I would appreciate the chance to wash my face and 
_ hands, if it’s all right. But I'd rather wait until I can take the 
| time to shower before I change. I’m not really that uncom- 
fortable,” she replied, thankful that she had worn a simple 
lightweight cotton suit, which she found easy to wear for long 
| Periods of time. She noted that the house was pleasantly cool, 
and she was grateful for the invention of air conditioning. 
With her nerves, and David’s, too, as frayed as they were, the 
heat and oppressive humidity could only make the situation 
Worse if they had to suffer it constantly. _ 

» _ “Sam, why don’t you try calling Damon while David takes 

' Percy up to her room? It has its own bathroom, Percy, and I 
think you'll be comfortable there. I'll set lunch on the patio. 
It’s warm but shady. It should be nice out there at this time 
of day. But if you’d like to shower and change first, none of 

_ us would mind waiting for you,” Claire called from her way 
back to the kitchen. ; 

“Thanks, but I’d rather wait and see what happens this af- 
ternoon. I’m not much in a mood for relaxing, I guess. Anx- 
fous to meet this Dr. Aarons and get started.” David had 
Picked up her luggage and was already heading for the stairs. 
Percy followed. “I'll only be a minute or two,” she called 
from the top of the stairs. 

“That’s O.K.,” Claire called to her. “Take your time.” 

Sam picked up the phone and dialed Dr. Aarons. He 
Waited while it rang four times on the other end and was re- 
lieved to hear the receiver picked up at last. 

“I'm glad to find you home, Damon. Did you get the in- 
formation you were looking for this morning?” he asked. 

“I think I have enough to support my theory. Enough so 
We can make a start. I spent some time in the Public Library 
on Fifth Avenue and Forty-second Street this morning. It was 
worthwhile. I don’t know whether I’m happy or sad to tell 
you that,” he replied. “But I am getting a better idea of what 
may be involved.” j 

“What is your theory?” Sam asked. 

“It’s a bit complicated, and I'd rather discuss it with all of 
de at the same time. It may take a bit of extra explaining,” 
e€ demurred. 

“That’s really why I’m calling anyway. Percy Brooks just 
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arrived a few minutes ago. David brought her directly here 
from the airport. We’re about to have some lunch. Can you 
join us?” he inquired. 

“You go ahead and have your lunch without me. I'll hurry 
over as soon as I can. I would like to get started today if it’s 
possible. Time is going to be vitally important in this search, 
I'm afraid. How did Mrs. Brooks seem... ? I mean, was she 
nervous, distraught?” He was particularly eager to know her 
state of mind. 

“No, she struck me as being fairly calm and collected un- 
der the circumstances. Why?” Sam asked. 

“Because it could be very important,” replied Dr. Aarons. 
“You go ahead and eat. I'll be there shortly. Tell the others 
I’m on my way. Good-bye, Sam.” 

The receiver clicked sharply, leaving Sam to ponder the 
significance of the conversation. He couldn’t imagine whai 
Percy’s health had to do with the recovery of Angie, but he 
had known his friend Aarons long enough to realize that the 
inquiry was more than idle chitchat. Damon had turned up 
something revealing and had formulated a plan of action. 
Whether or not to tell the others what he suspected crossed 
Sam’s mind, but he decided against it. Better wait until 
Aarons arrived and let him explain everything in detail. 

On the patio, he found the trio seated around the table 
sipping at their glasses of iced tea, waiting for his arrival. Ea, 
gerly, all three faces turned toward him as he came through 
the door. He felt rather like an actor on the stage with every- 
one turned to him waiting for the punch line . . . or the 
announcement of a death, he thought ironically. Seating him- 
self at the table, he said, “Aarons is on his way over. He said 
he’d try to hurry, but we shouldn’t wait lunch for him.” 

“Did he tell you if he’d made any progress on the case?” 
David asked. 

“He did say that he’d spent the morning at the library do- 
ing a good deal of reading and found something that helped 


‘ him evolve a theory or that supported his theory or some- 


thing like that. He didn’t want to say much about it because 
he wanted to have the chance to explain it to all of us at 
once,” responded Sam helping himself to some stuffed mush- 
Tooms. 

“Did he give you any clue as to what his plan of action 
might be?” Claire inquired. 

“He wouldn’t tell me, but I gather that he has something in 
mind that he wants to try. The only concrete thing he did say 
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: Was that he'd like to get started this afternoon,” Sam con- 
¢luded 4 


“That's marvelous.” Percy was delighted to know that 
! things would begin that soon. = 
R They ate in silence for a while. It was obvious that Sam 


fountain. The patio itself was made of antique bricks laid in 
& circle. At one edge of it was a very large oak tree which 
‘provided shade for most of the area. Beyond the patio was a 
small but well-laid-out garden full of ivy, pink begonias, 
white impatiens, and some very dark-red zinnias. There were 
/#mall pieces of sculpture here and there for accent, and in the 
_j77 Corner was a small pool, the back of which had been built 
| a brick wall so that water recirculated from the pool and 
__ Gascaded down the bricks, behind. The sound of the running 


‘Water in this shady garden seemed to make the rest of the 
World remote. 


Mind the streets so crowded and dirty that I was sure I was go- 
tt g to hate the city, but this”—she indicated her surroundings 
/ With her hand—“this is quite delightful.” 

_ “Sam and I spent Many long hours creating our own pri- 


Tack is a swimming pool, but if we had that, we wouldn 
have a bac 


t the sound of the doorbell, Sam spran to his feet and 
bu ied into the house, returning a few. Cpe later with 
Aarons following him. No sooner were they out the door and 

‘onto the patio than he introduced Damon. “Percy, this is our 
friend, Dr. eae 
i) Aarons extended his hand to her, but instead of shaking it, 
he held it in both of his own as he spoke to her. “Tm trie 
forry about this disappearance of your sister, Mrs. Brooks, 
Tm not. certain that I can help. These things are always so 
Wenuous, but with your permission, I intend to try.” 
‘Tm very pleased to meet you, Dr. Aarons. Id like it very 


Much if you would just call me, Percy. There’s no need for 
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any formality. I understand that you want me to work with 
you somehow, so I would prefer Percy to Mrs. Brooks.’ 
Percy made no attempt to withdraw her hand. It was an odd 
sensation, having him hold it so long. She felt a warm sympa- 
thy through his fingers to her hand. That’s something I’ve 
never experienced before, she thought. He’s actually commu- 
nicating with me without using words. I’m getting a feeling 
from him. I wonder if he’s receiving some sort of message 01 
feeling from me, too. I never knew such a thing was actually 
possible. He’s a truly remarkable person. 

“How strange, Dr. Aarons. Do you know that 1 have total 
‘confidence in you, and I’ve only just met you? I’m sure 
you're aware that I had an unusual sensation just now. What 
is this strange power of yours?” she questioned. 

He released her hand and sat in the seat Sam had just 
pulled to the table. Claire began to fill a plate for him of the 
“cold ham, stuffed mushrooms, and what salad was left. 

Leveling his clear, penetrating eyes at Percy, he smilingly 
admitted, “I don’t really have any strange power. It’s merely 
a highly developed sensitivity, an ESP, if you like. It’s an 
ability to perceive impressions without the use of words, in 
this instance through the use of touch. I’m afraid I wasn’t 
very subtle. You undoubtedly guessed that I was testing you. 

- I wanted to see if you had a sensitivity yourself. And, as you 
perceive, you do. Although yours isn’t as well developed as 
mine, naturally, it’s still there. You did receive some kind of 
impression, you see.” 

“Yes, I did,” affirmed the mildly surprised Percy. 

“You may not be able to use it at will yet, but you could if 
you worked at developing it,” he asserted. 

“Pm not certain I want to,” she replied. “It’s rather a 
spooky feeling. How did you guess I would be able to receive 
that kind of impression from you?” 

Aaron laughed at this question. “I’m not so omnipotent as 
all that, David had told me of your premonitions concerning 
your sister, and I merely wanted to see if they were limited to 
her or if you could stretch them to include other impressions 
as well.” 

Percy smiled at this herself. “And I passed the test?” she 
inquired. 

“Fine,” he told her. “You did just fine.” 

“What does that mean, then, doctor? Do you think Percy is 

going to be able to help you locate Angie?” David pressed 
im. 
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“Well, I know how anxious you all are about her, so let me 
fay first of all that I believe we might be able to find her, and 
to bring her back, too,” he told them. 

“Oh, thank God,” David sighed in relief. 

“What I said was we might be able to. I can’t guarantee 


“anything, but I think there’s a good chance provided that ev- 


erything goes well. I think I know what has happened, but it’s - 
still only a theory. Before I even teJl you what it is, I want 


_ you to describe in detail what she looked ... I’m sorry ... I 


mean what she looks like. This is most important. In fact, 
from now on, every detail I ask for in this case is important. 
So please try to be specific,” he asserted. 

“She’s about five feet, six inches, with golden-yellow hair, 
very large brown eyes, a very pretty face. She has a small 
Nnose and a rather full mouth, but softly full, not too big,” her 
husband began. “She has a slender but... wh... rounded, 
youthful kind of figure.” a 

“She’s an extremely pretty girl, Damon. A sort of fresh, — 
vivacious kind of prettiness with an air of ... I guess you'd 
call it innocence,” Claire added. 

“She’s twenty-four, if that matters,” added Percy. 

“Tt may or it may not. I don’t think the age is of as much 
importance as the description of her. Now I would like to 
describe someone to you. Imagine a beautiful young girl, 
about five feet, six inches in height with golden-yellow hair, 
softly curled, very large brown expressive eyes set in a small, 
well-proportioned face, a slightly upturned nose, and a soft 
mouth. She had a slender figure, gently rounded, a gay youth- 
ful sensitive air—” 

“You're joking with us, Dr. Aarons. You’re just describing 


Sia back to us. What’s the purpose?” Percy interrupted 


“No, my dear, I’m not. Pve just given you a description I 
fead today of Angelica Hamilton,” he replied. 

“Who in the world is Angelica Hamilton?” asked David. 

“And if I told you that she had a preference for light- 
weight white dresses in summer, would that mean anything to 
you?” Aarons asked. 

“No, why should it? Angie prefers colors ... bright, soft, 
all kinds of colors,” David responded. 

“Long white cotton dresses of the colonial period,” Aarons 


sisted. 

"You're driving at something, Damon,” said Sam. 

"Yes, I am,” he agreed. “A lovely young girl in a long 
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white dress, weeping, I think is the description you gave,” he will you give me a hand?” Without waiting for a reply, Claire 
continued. 


began stacking the dirty dishes on a large tray, which she 


Claire’s eyes widened, whether from wonder or horror, handed to Sam to be carried into the kitchen. She and Percy 
Percy couldn’t tell. “Oh, my God, no.” She barely whispered Carried in the serving bowls and remains of the lunch. David 
the words. “It can’t be. Damon, you mean that girl Angie Tose to offer his help, but Claire intervened. “That’s enough 
saw in the cemetery was real? Angie actually saw—” Here ee in my small kitchen. You and Damon wash up in the 
she stopped. , throom down here if you want to. That'll speed things up a 

Aarons only nodded his head in response, little. We'll be finished in a few minutes.” g 

“For God’s sake, tell the rest of us, Claire, What is it?” Don’t bother with anything but putting the extra food 
David insisted. Away, Percy,” insisted Claire. “We can clean up everything 

Claire merely shook her head, staring Wide-eyed at her tise when we return, or leave them for the girl who comes in 
friend Dr. Aarons. 


to help me tomorrow if we get back too late. ’'m sure Da- 


“Tl tell you,” he said. “I believe the young girl your wife mon is on the trail of something, and it’s far too important 
saw in the graveyard was the ghost of Angelica Hamilton.” to delay while we stand here doing dishes.” 
David’s mouth opened to protest, but remembering the Percy turned a grateful smile to Claire. “Thanks,” she said. 
happenings of the past two days, he thought better of it. Sam appeared at the kitchen door. “We're ready. You two 
“You actually think she saw someone, Damon?” Sam was hurry up. Pil see what we can do about getting a taxi.” And 
the one to press the question further. “But why didn’t we see 60 saying, he disappeared. 
her also? We all looked at the same time after Angie told us. After discovering that they would need two cabs because 
Not one of us saw anything.” of a ruling that no cab driver could take more than four 
“Ghosts can be very capricious if they choose to. The ghost people at one time, they decided to split up with David and 
had no desire for you to see her. She merely wanted to make the Whites in one cab, Percy and Dr. Aarons in another. Ex- 
herself known to Angie,” he stated calmly. cept for the usual problems of coping with New York City 
“But the description of Angie and the description of this traffic on a weekday afternoon, their trip to lower Broadway 
girl’s ghost sound like one and the same person,” said Percy. Was relatively uneventful. Percy frowned out the window at 
“They do, don’t they, my dear?” Aarons agreed. “If you the crush of traffic, the dirty crowded streets. é 
don’t mind, I think it would be wise for us all to go back to Does the frown mean that you don’t like our city?” asked 
Trinity Church together. Then, after taking a look around, if Dr. Aarons. : 
I still feel my suspicion is right, Pll explain to you what | Percy turned and smiled guiltily at him. “No, I'm afraid I 
think happened and what we should do about it. Before I can don’t, Dr. Aarons. I suppose there are big city people and 
tell you everything, I want to see how Percy reacts to the small city People, and T guess I’m just a small city person. 
area, whether she has the same feeling of familiarity with it This depresses me. nf 
that you tell me Angie did. Are you game for a little experi- iit has its beauty, too,” he protested. 
ment, Percy?” Aarons inquired. “If you don’t feel up to it to- _ 1 haven’t had much of a chance to see that yet,” she re- 
day after your trip, we can postpone it until tomorrow, but Plied. 
if my theory is right, time will be of the most vital impor- ’ T hope you do before you have to return home,” he said. 
tance. In fact, time may be our great enemy.” t would be a shame to have one unfortunate visit spoil your 
__Lhen, of course, I’m ready to go today,” Percy insisted. appreciation of our city. If It’s possible, I'd enjoy showing 
“Can we get started immediately, Damon?” Sam inquired. you some of its beauty myself. i J 
“By the time we get to the church, it should be just about the Tm sure I would enjoy that.” She smiled at him. She 
Same time of day as when we were there yesterday. That found herself liking him very much. “Do you have any idea 
should be some advantage, don’t you think?” When I might be returning home?” she asked. é 
“Yes, that might be a great help,” Aarons agreed, ‘Oh, that’s difficult to predict. Without meaning to be eva- 
“Tet me just clean up this mess,” pleaded Claire. “Percy, sive, the best I can tell you is when we’ve completed the search 
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i for your sister. I don’t imagine you would want to return be- ‘Dr. Aarons even more closely. Now he motioned them to 


fore then,” he replied. | A : A rare 
t i “No, I couldn’t go before we’ve made every effort. Do you ine vias Ane eae triad pee age Isn’t that 
if! ; et be able to find her? Please be honest with me, i “Yes,” returned Claire, slightly puzzled. 

. “Did you tell him?” David pursued the subject, unable to 


“There is no way I can predict. No one has had any ex- 
yi perience with a case exactly like this as far as I can ascertain. 
) | So, there’s nothing to base it on. All we can do is try; there’s 
no pattern to follow,” he told her, trying to be as honest as 
he could without upsetting her unduly. 4 re 

| “A Aon of what kind. Dr. Aarone?” Percy had been per- “We told him she stopped, but I couldn’t describe the 
| plexed by his allusions to the case all afternoon. She knew ot didn’t remember it that well. I don’t know how he 
i) she would feel better if he didn’t try so hard to protect “part t.” Claire found this display of knowledge on Aarons 
her, or at least she thought she would. *P exciting gi reassuring. 

| “If you'll be patient a while longer, I think you'll under- | _ oh. get hoe building, then she looked at Dr. Aarons 
ih stand better when I do tell you what I think has happened. _ f. on him eee: She had the dreadful feeling that she 
| At least, I'll be that much more certain of what has hap- igi i e ye know what was expected of her, 
| ened, and that’s important, too. Bear with me for another “could it ew she was failing whatever it was. As far as she 
‘half hour or so, Percy.” It wasn’t because he was insensitive ; It was an ordinary building and nothing else. 


believe that Aarons could pick out this building of all the 
; 
to her concern, but the whole theory was so fantastic, that he i ehere's something I feel about this Whole area,” she ad- 


others in the area without being told about it. David wasn’ 
that he would have recognized it himself if left com- 
“pletely on his own. 


had-b5 Ge duckies itive in hi SAd before he at length, “but it’s not the feeling of having been here 
esi tted thks pa ee pegaopate bnlirags Pepe sere he ore; it’s not the feeling of familiarity that you were hoping 


As the cab pulled up in front of the church, David rushed , would have. Still I feel that there is something about it. I 


4 I a closeness, a fondness, there’s almost a feeli f 1 
to open the door for Percy. In short order, they decided to go i ’ , celing Of love 
through the church and grounds, then stroll through the Wall pane obi is but I can’t tell you why. It’s not really the 
Street and lower Manhattan area, retracing the tour of the 1d ge on spr that would make me think of love, and 
previous day in reverse. How could it be only yesterday? © Teel very drawn to it. Does that do you any good? 


“peste shook his head in wonder. It seemed as if it all had 

appened years ago. Aarons made David show him the exact a. Z f 
pew where Angie had stopped, then they walked through the ee ate ty Gass to you?” she asked with a slight 
churchyard on the south side of the church. He made Sam - Because it doesn’t to me. 


: : r é “Yes, Percy, it does make sense to me and in time, it will 
and Claire and David show him the stone they were trying to ? H : ; 7 Ey Soe 
decipher and where Angie was when she spoke to the girl in eles ie ee Sch he beregilles poe 


“ 
the long white dress. He made them go through it a second A i a 
time, asking for more details. Finally, he agreed that they had | : i wandering around for nearly three hours in this 
learned all they could from the church. Slowly they walked Naturall 
along Wall Street. Aarons walked beside Percy, observing her ie Y» NO | 
closely but saying nothing. He didn’t want to disturb her gun had shifted its directi 
concentration. She gazed around her with great interest, half Resbic eatt ly on 
expecting to recognize something but not knowing what or | __ SOO, 


“Before we go back home, there’s one more place I'd like 


where to look for it. Consequently, she tried to take in every ( is 
thing. At last Dr. Aarons stopped her in front of a building ‘d — ee eal go to Fraunces Tavern. It’s one 


on Wall Street. The three other companions had been follow- 
Ai ing three or four steps behind, observing Percy closely, ani 
il : 134 


ji 
i 7 a 


the area and very interesting in it- 

lf. We can have cocktails and wait for the rush-hour traffic 
“Wo pass us by. And when you have had a drink, then Fl tell 
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i appened to Angie and why,” he said, 

“ts eS ae nigcnon of the Tavern on Pearl Street. 
“And how you plan to rescue her?” David was ae 
growing uneasy. He had expected more than just this eel 
and investigation of the area. He didn’t know exactly ae ” 
did expect, maybe to find Angie sitting in the churchyard, 
certainly something more. Aarons had stressed that time oe 
important. David couldn’t posure’ bie a had wastec 
oon in wandering around the are : 
Da cepted Aarons, “that too. I think you may all be 


~ better off with a drink, myself included, when I do that.” 


hed the building, he explained to Percy 
ga 7 atti ow n had been built in early colonial days, 
had Aaa Oe M ern then, and had figured 
prominently when New York was the Capital of the country. 
He was anxious for her to see it not only as a historical 
place, but in the ogee bagi that she might sense some- 
i ial from the Z : : ; 
edege themselves in a corner, sipping at their Sage 
a silence fell over the group. They were waiting either “ik 
Percy to show some sign of recognition or Dr. Aarons to be- 
ae agg aap glad we spent the time here this afternoon. 
It helped solidify for me what I think has happened and bor 
it might be resolved.” With that, the others leaned ein 
To any casual observer, they might have appeared to i plot- 
ting some subversive activity or possibly some crime. pron 
continued, “I told you that Angie seems to fit the description 
of Angelica Hamilton. You also know that I think me <i 
tion Angie saw was the ghost of that young girl. = 7 
ready to tell you why I think the ghost appeared to her an 
no one else.” 


“Dr, Aarons,” Percy interrupted him, “as you talk of An-— 


i here 
ie, I have a strange feeling, almost as though she were 

a close by. Could she be here in this building’ bt See nt 
“No, Percy. She’s not here; Tm certain of it. ut uf 
feeling you're having is good. It may help us later on.” He 
reached over to pat her hand as if to thank her for some ing 
portant information. Though, how it could be important i 
Angie weren’t in the building, she didn’ ¢ understand. a 
“Let me tell you about Angelica, first. As you probably 
remember from history, her father, Alexander Hamilton, wai 
the first Secretary of the Treasury. He figured very promr 


nently in getting certain states to ratify the Constitution and 
136 


: ¥, 


_ Was very influential in government in the early days. He was 
the undisputed leader of the Federalist Party, so called be- 
_ Cause it was in favor of a strong Federal government. He was 
ite handsome and was adored by many ladies of the time, 
luding his daughter Angelica. He had eight children all 
_ told. His first born was a son named Philip. Philip was an ex- 
 ceedingly handsome, brilliant boy. His father doted on him. 
Philip graduated with honors from Columbia University and 
ase to join his father in law practice. He was very popu- 
ar and fun-loving. Angelica was the second child, a beautiful 
_ young girl with an unusually sensitive, delicate nature. She 
and her older brother were particularly close. Both children 
Were extremely fond of their parents. Their mother, all 
through their married life, worshiped their father almost be- 
yond reason. Since Alexander was away on his law circuit 
} uently, they were strongly influenced by their mother. 
When Alexander was home, he was a most affectionate hus- © 
band and doting father. It’s no wonder, then, that the chil- 
dren developed an almost unnatural worship of him. In 
November of 1801, Philip had a quarrel with a young man 
Over his father’s political views. They fought a duel in Wee- 
hawken, New Jersey, and Philip was mortally wounded with 
the first bullet. He was brought back to New York where he 
died the following day. His father and mother were grief- 
stricken, and his sister, Angelica, was nearly inconsolable. It 
left her in a saddened state for a very long time.” 

“How dreadful,” murmured Claire. “I never learned any of 
this in history.” 

“Not many people know of it,” said Damon, “unless they 
happen to be history scholars. But there’s more tragedy to the 
story. Three years later, in July of 1804, Alexander was chal- 
lenged to a duel by Aaron Burr, his particular political rival. 
In spite of his belief that dueling was barbaric and against the 
law of both man and God, Alexander could find no way to 
refuse the challenge and retain his honor. Honor was ex- 
tremely important in those days. The duel was also fought in 
Weehawken, New Jersey, on the same ground where Philip 
fell. Alexander Hamilton also was wounded -with the first 
bullet fired by Burr and was brought back to New York where 

he died the following day. The death of her father, following 
the death of her beloved brother and in exactly the same man- 
her was too much for Angelica’s sensitive nature, and when’ 
her father was buried, she could stand it no longer. She went 
fnsane and never recovered as long as she lived.” 
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As Dr. Aarons finished his narrative, a pall fell over the 
group. Finally, it was David who broke the silence. 

“TI agree that’s very sad and probably explains why the 
ghost—if that’s what it was—of Angelica was at the gravesite 
of her parents, but I don’t see that it has any real reationship 
to Angie, yet,” he protested. 

‘Having had some experience with ghosts and the occult, it 
is my opinion that the ghost of Angelica is deeply troubled by 
the fate of her father and her brother. She has probably 
moved about the area for many years but was never noticed 
before ... until Angie, an almost perfect double for her at 
the time of these occurrences, happened to come to tho 
church. I believe that Angelica’s desire to save her father and 
brother from their premature deaths was so strong that sho 
had determined to relive those years again in an effort to 
change the events and avoid their deaths ... and, of course, 
her own insanity.” 

“That’s preposterous,” David objected. 

“I know it is. That’s why I wanted you to have a drink be- 
fore telling you. It’s preposterous, but I am sure that’s what 
happened.” 

“But it’s not possible, is it?” queried Sam. “I mean you 
can’t change history, can you?” 

“TI can’t say,” replied Aarons. “I’ve never tried. At any 
event, I believe Angelica drew Angie’s body back in time so 
that she might live those years again and attempt to change 
the outcome. I doubt if she ever thought of it as changing 
history, only preventing the deaths of her brother and 
father.” $ 

“And what happens if she’s unable to prevent their 
deaths?” Percy wondered. “Does that mean Angie will be free 
to return to us? Will the ghost just send her back?” 

“If I’m right, she is no longer Angie Browning but An- 
gelica Hamilton. If she’s not able to prevent the killing of her 
father, then she'll go insane, as Angelica did,” Aarons replied. 
“That’s why I said time was so vital. We have no way of 
knowing where in time they are at this moment and whether 
their time coincides with ours or whether it might be acceler- 
ated ... or perhaps even slower. We’re also not yet sure that 
we can even find her back in time; everything is speculative.” 
Turning to Percy, he said, “That’s why I’m so pleased you 
have a feeling of presence about the area at last, perhaps be- 
cause this actual building was standing at the beginning of 
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he 1800s. If you're willing, I would like to use you as a 

Medium to reach her.” 

Percy stared at him for a moment. “Me?” she asked. “But 
“ve never had any experience. I don’t know what to do. I 

don’t know anything about it.” 

), “But you have extrasensitivity concerning Angie, and that 

is something no one else has. I can tell you what to do. If 
you can trust me, I think we can work well together, Percy,” 

) Aarons told her. ‘ 

“Is there an danger involved?” she asked solemnly, 
| “There is always danger when you're dealing with the un- 

Known, but it is minimal, I assure you. Nevertheless, yes, it is 

there,” he answered honestly. It would be better for her to 

Know in the beginning than to have something come as a 

‘shock to her in the process. If she went into a deep trance 

‘and found her way back in time mentally, it was always a 
Possibility that he might not be able to bring her out of the 

france. 

» “Tm willing to do it, of course. The danger doesn’t frighten 

Me, but I couldn’t consider it without consulting my husband 

first, Dr. Aarons,” she replied without hesitation. “Can we go 

back to the Whites’s house and I'll call him. If for any Treason 
whe doesn’t consent, then I'll have to refuse.” 

_ Eagerly, David told her, “Gordon is bound to say ‘yes’ if it 
‘Means saving Angie, won’t he? I’m sure he will. He’s got to, 
. He’s just got to agree.” 

. Percy couldn’t bring herself to look into David’s pleading 
face. She had to be honest with him, with herself. “If Gordon 
ok there might be any possible harm to me, I honestly 
_ don’t know what he'll do. I honestly don’t. If it’s a choice be- 
; " me or Angie, David, I’m afraid he’ll choose me,” she 
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Chapter IX 


Angelica bounded lightly up the steps to the upper story of 
the house. Her heart was light because she had been able io 
spend several hours at her beloved piano without interrup- 
tion. The instrument had been a gift from her mother’s beau- 
tiful and brilliant older sister, Angelica Church. This particu- 
lar piano was especially dear to Angelica because it had come 
to her all the way from London, England. When Aunt 
Church and her family had lived in London, she and Betsy 
exchanged letters frequently. In one of her letters, Betsy 
spoke of Angelica’s love for music and desire to have a piano- 
forte of her own. Very shortly thereafter, Auntie Church ar- 
ranged to ship this beautiful instrument to her namesake. 
There was feverish excitement in the household the day it ar- 
rived in its big wooden crate marked with her name under 
that of her father’s, Carefully it had been unpacked and in- 
stalled in the drawing room, where she promptly sat down 
and gave an impromptu concert for her parents and younger 
brothers and sister. Her joy in the music she coaxed forth 
from the instrument never diminished, and her greatest 
pleasure was to spend untold hours at the keyboard oblivious 
to the world around her. Happily, she had become acquaint- 
ed with Mr. Benjamin Carr, owner of a shop for publishing 
and selling printed music. He was a very kindly man who 
had a long-established love for music. He had been a soloist 
in the Ancient Concerts in London, where Aunt Church had 

- first heard him and subsequently met him. His father, Joseph 
Carr, had been a music publisher in London, and Auntic 
Church would send to her niece the latest pieces he pub- 
lished. Upon their arrival in the new country, the father es- 
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lablished a shop in Philadelphia, then a few years later had 
sisted his son, Thomas, to become a dealer and music pub- 
Msher in a shop in Baltimore, Finally, Benjamin had decided 
{0 establish his own shop in New York City where he had be- 
bome 2 very popular music authority specializing in both pa- 
friotic and church music, Only recently he had become or- 
Banist for St. Peter’s Catholic Church in Philadelphia and 
now was forced to divide his time between the two cities, a 
which saddened Angelica. Still he found time to compose 
Als OWN musical works and to encourage young people with a 
gift for music, like Angelica Hamilton. She enjoyed visiting 
his shop, for when he was present, he not only lent her newly 
published works to commit to memory, which she was able to 
lo with remarkable speed, but, along with Mr. Mueller, the 
ist at Trinity, Constantly encouraged her to try her own 
Mand at composition. It was the work of composing which 
fac occupied her this morning and she was exceedingly 
Pleased with the results. She was eager to share her efforts 
‘With someone, but Mama was working with Gussie, their 
housekeeper and only servant, in the kitchen. The grease 
ftom the meat that had collected over many weeks of cook- 
mg was overflowing the crocks, and Mama decided it was 
time for her and Gussie to make a supply of soap. Angelica 
Knew that if she invaded the kitchen in pursuit of her mother, 
she would be recruited to help in the stirring and pouring or 
ed to keep William and Eliza amused and away from the 
Vhot fire and caustic lye solution bubbling in the iron pot. She 
felt a bit guilty about avoiding the kitchen, but the odor of 
the boiling soap made her nauseous, anyway. Perhaps if 
William and Eliza would play together in the drawing room, 
the could relieve her mother of the burden of tending them, 
Dut if left on their own to amuse themselves, they invariably 
ended up fighting over something or wound up in tears. 
7 Though she adored them and usually enjoyed playing with 
‘them, today she longed to stay at her beloved piano and have 
‘someone share the beauty of her composition. She knew that 
Bhe would never be a composer of the stature of Bach or 
“Handel, or even as good as Mr. Carr, but she found the very 
fact that she could compose something of worth, exciting, 
y8nd longed to share the results of her efforts with someone. 
‘Mama was occupied, Papa was writing one of his papers, and 
#0 she had dared to invade Philip’s privacy, knowing that it 


organis 
Mis 


Was forbidden, that this was a time he should be studying his 


Jaw books. Quietly, solemnly, she stood in the door of Philip’s 
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he was aware of her presence and looked up from 
Ferat be was quite surprised to find her there, as she 
Paria ee come downstairs and listen to what I have 
just composed for the piano,” she said to him. T think it’s 
the best work I’ve ever done. It’s truly beautiful. : 
“Angelica, it will have to wait until I've finished my ae y 
for the day,” he answered, pushing the heavy volume of “9 
away from him and turning in his chair to face his , 
do wish I could. I can see that the music has excited you, of 
there is a most becoming rosy color on your cheeks. Why no 
play it for Mama if you need an audience he asked. a 
“Oh, please come, Philip. Mama is busy imaking soap ari 
daren’t disturb her. Please come with me,” she said, pahing 
to him to grab the hand lying casually on top of his book o 
law. “If I don’t share this melody with someone, I shall fairly 
burst.” She gave a slight tug at his hand. “It’s your destiny ig 
life to save me from ibaa rep cag shell.” Sho 
eging vigorously ai é ; 
se acd if Lao come now, it will be my destiny to be soundly 
scolded by Papa. You know how strict he is about my follow 
ing his prescribed rules, my dear sister,” said Philip reluc- 


tantly. 2 : 

“Oh, bother the rules, Philip. Just once couldn’t you ignore 
them for half an hour or so?” she pleaded, refusing to let 20 
of his arm. “Papa wouldn’t mind, I’m certain he wouldn’t. 

“You're a wicked little temptress, Angelica. You know | 
would much prefer to listen to you play than to continu 
studying these books. You do it surpassingly well, far better 
than any other young woman of your age I know,” ho 
praised her. 


“Even better than Theodosia?” she queried, happy that | 


they could once again talk of their dear childhood friend 
without dashing Philip into an abyss of despair. 4 

“Yes, dear lady, even better than Theodosia.” He stool 
and gave her a courtly bow and raised her hand to his lips, 
She, in turn, curtsied demurely to him and flashed one of her 
loveliest smiles. Zi 

Thank you, kind sir,” she replied. : 

“Theodosia’s interests were more scholarly, more intellec- 
tual; yours are more artistic. Rest assured that your gift for 
music exceeds hers as her interest in reading Greek and Latin 
exceeds yours, Angelica.” Philip was not rebuking her, merely 
stating a fact. P 
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‘Who universal language of music,” she said gaily. 
, “I must still refuse,” replied Philip, withdrawing his arm 
from her delicate but determined embrace. “You know Papa 
‘has assigned certain hours for me to work at my studies, and 
T have nearly an hour yet this afternoon before I can leave 
hem.” He indicated the sheet of paper prominently displayed 
On his desk. It had been written to him by his father in 
Alexander’s own neat, precise handwriting, and had been 
laced on Philip’s desk lest he should be inclined to forget or 
Whore any of the habits his father considered to be most im- 
jortant for the completion of his law study and the develop- 


Ment and improvement of his character. The page began in 
large and bold letters: 


RULES FOR MR. PHILIP HAMILTON 


. From the first of April to the first of October, he is to rise 


bt later than Six o’clock. The rest of the year not later than’ 


even. If Earlier he will deserve commendation. Ten will be 
his hour of going to bed throughout the year. 


From the time he is dressed in the morning till Nine 
a iclock (the time for breakfast Excepted) he is to read law. 


f _ At Nine he goes to the office and continues there till din- 
‘he time. He will be occupied partly in the writing and partly 
ft Treading law. 

| After Dinner he reads law at home till Five o’clock. From 
this hour’ till Seven he disposes of his time as he pleases. 


from Seven to Ten he reads and studies what ever he 
pleases. 


| From Twelve on Saturday he is at liberty to amuse him- 
On Sunday he will attend the morning Church. The rest of 
the day may be applied to innocent recreations. 


_ He must not Depart from any of these rules without my 
permission. 
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' “Then you must come this very minute and hear my latest 
tation. It shall be a private concert for you, dear Philip, in 


<a 


Angelica’s gaze fell on the last line. “He must not depart 
...” She pursed her lips into a pretty pout and implored her 
brother, “Surely, deviating from these rigid rules one time 
would not be too great an offense for Father to forgive.” 

“Another time I might tax Father’s generosity, but I intend 
to request the privilege of neglecting my studies this evening, 
and can hardly expect to be allowed to do so twice in one 
day. Tomorrow afternoon or Sunday, when I am at liberty, | 
promise to devote as much time as you like to listening to 
you play,” he offered. 

“I suppose I shall have to settle for that if I can have none 
of your precious time today,” she agreed reluctantly. “What 
is it you plan to do this evening that is of such importance?” 

“My friend Price has persuaded me to attend the theater 
with him. His father has praised the amusement at his Park 
Theater most highly and has reserved a box for him for 
tonight’s performance. Price has prevailed upon me to join 
him, I’ve been conscientious in my studies lately and would 
welcome some diversion. I’m sure Father will agree that an 
evening’s laughter would refresh me and not be too great a 


sin. 

“T shall go with you, then,” his sister stated simply. 

“Not this evening, Angelica,” he said. “The arrangements 
have already been made. Next time I shall take you with 
me.” 

“Does that mean you're meeting young ladies at the the- 
ater?” she inquired. 

“By no means. We are meeting no one, only each other,” 
he assured her. 

“Then why may I not come with you, Philip?” she insisted. 

Shaking his head, he replied, “Because the evening will be 
more relaxed and carefree if there are no young ladies with 
us, not even you, my dearest sister.” 

“More ribald, you mean... my dearest brother,” she re- 
turned. 

He smiled subtly at her and nodded his head. “Mayhap 
you're right,” he agreed, not unpleased with the thought. 

“But I’ve not been to the theater for ever so long, Philip. | 
promise to be prim and proper. I won’t even flirt with Price 
if you'll take me,” she pleaded. 

“I promise I shall rectify that by taking you sometime 
within the next two weeks. And tomorrow you and I shall 
promenade along the Battery, if you desire, and I shall listen 
to you play for me a private recital, and you may gossip to 
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“me about all our friends. You may tell me of all the birds 
Papa has promised you for your aviary when we move to the 
Grange, and I shall give you my undivided attention, I 


" promise you, Angelica. I shall be your playmate, your audi- 


ence, your devoted loving brother for as long as you wish my 


h 


“company; but tonight, my dear sister, I wish only masculine 


companions, the theater, perhaps a drink or two at the tavern 


after, and, finally, home to a quiet house where the occupants 
have all been asleep for hours. I should hate to grow old 


_ without ever having sowed any wild oats,” Philip replied. 


_ “Oh, posh, Philip, there’s little danger of that,” she said 


” petulantly. 


- “Now, come, Angelica. Do wish me a pleasant evening.” 
Angelica was seized with a terrible feeling of chill and 
foreboding. “I fear for you, Philip. If I may not go with you, 
= you must not go either.” She felt stifled and near to 

ting. Putting out her hand to steady herself, she repeated 


her plea. “Philip, please do not go. P’'m very afraid for you.” 


Seeing that she was unsteady, Philip moved to her in an ef- 


giort to help. She grasped his two arms in her hands and tears 


i to her eyes as she begged her brother. “No, no, Philip, 


F must not let you go. I must save you. I beg of you, Philip, 
" you must not throw your life away. You must save it, and I 
must help you.” Philip tried to disengage his arms from her 


‘fingers, but the grip of this terrified young girl, his beautiful, | 


delicate sister was that of ten men. She began to shake. him 
_ back and forth like a rag doll, trying to make him understand 


a 


a tie 


the urgency of her desire. Panic was rising in her and replac- 
ing her reason. She must—rnust—at all costs persuade him to 
stay with her this night. He must not go out because ... be- 
cause ... she stopped shaking him then and tried to clear her 
_ own mind to find the answer to “because.” If this is so ur- 
gent, why can’t I find the reason? she asked herself. Why do I 


’ feel this terror for his safety? What is there about this night 


that’s different from the other nights he’s gone out with his 
_ friend Price or with cousin Philip Church or any number of 
friends? But search as she might, she could find no particular 
reason, only an overwhelming panic when she thought of 
Philip leaving their home on this night. Helplessly, she looked 
into the handsome, troubled face of her brother. She felt as 
though she could no longer breathe. A hot black cloud 
seemed to be enveloping her, taking away her thoughts. Her 
_ breath came in short gasps as she struggled to fill her lungs 
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with air. She murmured, “Philip, no, no, no... . It will kill us 


Philip barely heard the last words and did not have time to 
wonder at their meaning when he felt the viselike grip on his 
arms loosen as she collapsed into a doll-like heap at his feet. 

“Angelica!” he cried. Cursing himself that he had not been 
able to detect that she was ill, he bent to feel her forehead, 
Instead of the feverish condition he had expected to find, her 
forehead was perfectly cool, perhaps even a bit cold. Placing 
his arms beneath her as well as he could, he lifted her gently 
and rose to his feet, gazing at her lovely face now in repose 
and wondered what might have caused her to faint. Surely 
not merely the fact that he planned to go to the theater with 
a friend, but what then? She seemed quite healthy and robust 
at times, even a bit boyish as she romped with her brothers 
on the grounds of the Grange when they made their frequent 
visits, but then again there were times when her behavior was 
80 irrational, so erratic. What did she fear so much that the 
thought of it could cause her to faint? And why should she, 
of all gentle people, feel that she must protect him and not 
the reverse? Dear Angelica, he sighed, she would be so much 
happier when they had settled into the Grange and were liv- 
ing a life away from the hectic city. Tenderly he carried her 
into her bedroom and laid her carefully on the bed. Again he 
felt her face and found it cool. Taking one hand in his own, 
he rubbed it to see if she might regain consciousness, but she 
gave no sign of doing so. Presently, he decided that he could 
do nothing more for her and went in search of his mother. 

Betsy was in the kitchen where she and Gussie were just 
finishing the task of making soap. She looked up in surprise 
when her eldest son entered. It was most unusual for either 
Philip or his father to invade this domain of women. 

“Mama, I think you should come to Angelica. She has 
fainted, and I’ve not been able to restore her to conscious- 
ness,” he told her. 

“Where is she?” Betsy asked matter-of-factly. Without 
Waiting for a reply, she nodded to Gussie to complete the 
work of cleaning up. She wiped her hands on her apron, in- 
structed Liza and William to remain in the kitchen with Gus- 
sie while she looked after Angelica, and turned back to her 
son. “Come, come, Philip, where is she?” she repeated. 

“She’s in her room. I put her on her bed,” he answered, 
following his mother out of the kitchen. 

“I do hope she hasn’t succumbed to that terrible yellow fe- 
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“Yer. It’s late in the year for anyone to catch it, but she seems 
' delicate that she might catch anything if her health is not 
“Watched carefully,” said Betsy as she quickly mounted the 
! rearranging the few strands of dark hair that had come 
e in the process of doing her morning chores. She pinned 
tidily into place at the back of her head once more. 3 
Philip, who was hurrying along beside her, cast an admir- 
Ing glance at his mother. No matter what the disruption, she 
ed able to conquer the disasters, large and small, that 
many offspring continually presented to her. She never al- 
| the situation to overwhelm her, and she, somehow, was 
‘always able to bring them comfort and restore order to their 
oh without losing her composure or unduly disturbing Fa- 
ther. I hope that when I marry, speculated Philip, I’m as for- 
‘tunate in my choice of wife as Father. y 
: As silently as possible they entered Angelica’s room to- 
“gether. She lay on the bed just as Philip had left her. Sitting 
‘on the bed beside her, Betsy took a wrist in one hand and 
i! the other hand on the head of the unconscious girl. 
Frownin slightly, she glanced at Philip. “That’s very strange, 
‘Philip. She seems to have no fever and her pulse is most reg- 
ular and strong. What could have caused her to faint so?” 
Philip opened his mouth to tell his mother about Angelica’s 
 ttrange reaction to his planned evening in the theater, but re- 
"alized that his mother might also prevail upon him not to go 
out this evening in an effort to pacify Angelica. “She had 
been composing on the piano for some time this afternoon. 
e was very excited about it when she came to my room to 
' me to desert my studies to listen to what she had invent- 
' ed. Perhaps she was simply exhausted from the effort. I also 
found no sign of fever. Would you like me to go for Dr. Ho- 
sack? Or shall I call Father to come up tolook at her?” 
“No, thank you, Philip. Your father is working at his writ- 
Ing today. I prefer not to disturb him unless she is truly sick. 
’ Tl stay with her for a while until she opens her eyes. We can 
wait a little before we ask Dr. Hosack to call. She has seemed 
most on edge recently as though something were disturbing 
_ her. And yet at times she’s her own self still, happy and care- 
f free. Perhaps it is as you say, that she is only exhausted and 
” needs to rest in bed a day or two. We shall keep a close 
‘ watch on her at any rate. Will you be good enough to go to 
Gussie and ask for a very cool damp cloth for her forehead 
and bring up a small glass of Madeira, also?” She turned her 
gaze back to the face of her daughter as soon as Philip left 
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the room. Gently she rested her hand on the girl’s head, won 


dering what dreams might be passing through her mind and 


hse rest would be enough to restore her to youthful vital 


“My dear Angelica,” whispered her mother, “I do wish it 
were possible for you to spend less of yourself in the thingy 
‘you do and save more of yourself for the long years ahead of 
you. I Wish you did not love the family so recklessly. It’s 9 
love which seems to consume you like fire. It would be easier 
for you to find some young man to love. You are of an ave 
when your thoughts should be turning to marriage.” But An 
gelica gave no sign that she heard her mother’s whisper. She 
merely lay in quiet repose. 

Philip returned with the glass of Madeira and the wet 
ae vee to his Ppa he said, “Is there some 

an do for you, ; 
Dr, Hoseck Be Path: other? I should be glad to fetch 

“No, no, Philip. I think we'll wait to see if he’s reall 
needed. Mayhap she'll come round shortly, or it may be that 
she'll Sleep through the night without waking and arise in the 
morning with no recollection of this at all. 1 understand that 
Occasionally people in a state of exhaustion do such things,” 
replied the sensible Betsy. “Dr. Hosack is kept so busy that | 
dislike to call on him ‘unless he is truly needed. Would you 
ae to sit with me awhile?” she asked, noticing that he was 

idgeting in the doorway. Moving closer to her daughter, she 
Patted a seat next to herself on the bed for Philip. 

“Thank you, no, Mother. Price has invited me to attend 

the theater with him tonight. His father has recommended the 


1 ; @ most particularly wanted to 
finish what he is working on and I think it best that you not 


Ip, mind that you do not tarry too long after th th t, 
finished. You have my permission t a Cagccens + 
about your heat Ye laa © g0 but not to be reckless 

“We thought it possible that we might st. 
for a short while after the theater.” eee even 


148 


“But only a very short while. To sow a few wild oats is 
ermissible but to plant a whole field is something quite dif- 
ferent. Young men need their rest as well as young ladies, 
ind I will have to explain to your father why you are out so 
te since I’ve given permission in his stead. Remember, it 
be to my best interest if you are home at a respectable 
hour,” she cautioned. 

“Thank you, Mama,” said Philip, stepping into the room to 

ss his mother on the cheek. “I shall not be late.” 

“And you must remember to tell Papa and me in the 
orning about the play. It has been a long time since we’ve 
Deen to the theater together. If you deem it enjoyable, we 
night decide to'see it ... and take Angelica with us. I think 
he could use the diversion also.” Her eyes fell tenderly on her 
@aughter, who stirred slightly, as if in response. 

Philip, noticing Angelica’s restless movement, hurried from 
the room, fearing that she might waken and prevent his de- 

ure. But he need not have worried, for he was safely in his 

pat at the theater before Angelica fully roused herself. Upon 
learning from her mother that Philip had already gone to the 
theater, she began to weep and plead with her mother to 
bring him back. Betsy tried desperately to calm her disturbed 
daughter but, at best, had only temporary success. At length, 
Alexander came to her side, unable to work with a back- 
ground of such unaccustomed noise. Both Betsy and Angelica 
fried to explain what had happened. Betsy concentrated on 
the fact that Angelica had fainted and was somehow ill. An- 
_ gelica emphasized that Philip must not be allowed to stay at 

e theater. Alexander had great difficulty trying to make 
‘anything from the fragments that he caught first from one 

and then the other. At last both he and Besty attempted to 
' calm the nearly hysterical Angelica. 

“Angelica, my child, you are overwrought. Please, lie back 
and try to sleep. I think your studies and the piano are too 
much of a burden for you. You devote too much time to 
‘them. I know you’ve been much concerned with your com- 

positions lately. The time has come, I think, for a little 
change. Would you like to make a trip to Albany to see your 
Grandfather Schuyler?” he asked, taking the seat beside her 
that Betsy had only minutes before vacated. 

“Yes, Papa, I would like that very much. But it’s not that 
I’m overburdened. I don’t mind the studies, and I love the 
‘Piano. You must not forbid me to play and to study at 
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composition. I should not live without it. Something else is 

disturbing me, Papa. I’m certain that something dreadful iy 
_ going to happen to Philip. I know it, Papa.” Angelica’s voice 

grew high and shrill with urgency. She was aware of it. I must 

not let myself lose control as I did with Philip, she thought. | 
_ must make Mama and Papa realize that there is danger in 
_ what he is doing, that it is real and not imagined. He must be 
stopped before it is too late. “Please, Papa,” she Said aloud, 
“go bring Philip home.” 

“What is this danger that frightens you so, my dear?” Her 
father’s voice was calm and soothing. Hoping that the very 
fact that he was calm and unalarmed would influence her to 
be likewise, Alexander placed his voice lower than usual. 

“T can’t tell you, Papa,” she answered. 

“But if it’s such a dreadful danger for Philip, don’t you 
think I have a right to know what it is?” he insisted. 

“But I can’t tell you, Papa. I truly can’t. I don’t know what 


it is.” 


“You don’t know?” Of all things his daughter might have 
replied, this was the most unexpected. “Then how do you 
know there is a danger? Has someone threatened him? Have 
you been told something that your mama and I don’t know?” 


> he questioned. 


“No, Papa. None of those things. I know it, that’s all. | 
feel it. I can’t explain it; it’s just what-I feel. Please bring him 
home,” she pleaded. 


Rising from the bed, Alexander drew his wife aside. They 
spoke together softly for a few minutes out of Angelica’s 
hearing range. Together they agreed that the time to send for 

Dr. Hosack had come, if only for him to give Angelica a 
medicine to help her sleep through the night. They would 
discuss with him the advisability of sending her to Albany 
for a prolonged rest. 

When Alexander nodded and said to his wife, “I'll fetch 
him myself right now,” Angelica breathed a sigh of relief, 
feeling that her father had agreed to bring Philip home. As 
her father walked from the room, she called after him, 
“Thank you, Papa. I feel much better now.” He paused in 
the doorway and looked from Angelica to her mother, who 

_ said, “I think it best that you fetch him anyway, Alexander.” 

When her father returned with the doctor, however, Angel- 
ica had fallen into a deep, peaceful, exhausted sleep, thinking 
the danger had safely been averted. She had wanted to stay 
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lwake until Papa returned with Philip, but sleep overtook 
her tired mind. Dr. Hosack left the medicine beside her bed _ 
in the event she might awaken in the night and need it to fall 
“asleep again. She did not. 


Chapter X 


Philip’s spirit was buoyant as he and Price seated them- 
selves in their box and looked over the array of beautifully 
clad and bejeweled women and elegant, dapper men. They 
had arrived at the theater on Chatham Street shortly after 
six-thirty when the doors opened and decided to while away 
the time before the seven-thirty curtain in the bar on the 
third tier. It had proved a welcome tonic. In addition to the 
bar, the third tier held a special section for women, which 
they had jokingly considered invading, but decided against it, 
They had stopped at the restaurant on the second tier to see 
who might be dining there, but found no one of interest, and 
so they had leisurely taken seats in their box only a few 
minutes before the curtain was due to rise. They gave only a 
brief glance at the board benches full of men that made up 
the seating on the ground floor. There was nothing of interest 
for them there among the common populace. They occupied 
themselves principally with examining the people in the boxes 
around them. The silk gauze, damask, and satin gowns in 
brilliant colors caught the light from the infinite number of 
white candles and cast back a dazzling shimmer in response. 
The diamond, emerald, and ruby necklaces, bracelets, and 
earrings vied with each other to attract the eye of the ob- 
Server, each more luminous and sparkling than the other. It 
would be difficult to say which of these creatures was the 
most beautifully gowned, thought Philip, concentrating on the 
younger women. His eye fell upon the couple entering a box 
on the opposite side of the theater. Nudging his friend, he 
said, “Isn’t that woman a beauty, Price? Look how high she 
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tries her head, looking down her nose at the other women 
Pere. She has spirit.as well as beauty, does Miss Bowen.” 
_ “It’s not easy to be a man’s mistress and still have aspira- 
‘tons to social standing here in New York City. I suppose she 
feels that by being haughty, she can even the score with the 
‘Women who snub her. They’ve just returned from a trip to 
France, you know. That’s something most of the other 
“women here will never be able to do,” Price answered. 
“I should imagine she had a very enjoyable time in France. 
believe it’s quite the accepted thing to do in Paris ... to 
sp a mistress. Perhaps we should make a trip ourselves 
pmeday to find out, eh, Price?” joked Philip, relishing the 
Wea. He was now feeling quite relaxed and a trifle reckless. 
8 no longer felt even a twinge of remorse about leaving An- 
a in his mother’s care. It may be that he should have 
Stayed at home to ease her mind, or perhaps he should have 


“ pllowed Angelica to accompany him, but he did feel the need 


to be on his own tonight, to forget his studies and obligations, 
#0 relax and enjoy the company of a few choice male friends. 


“Bomehow, women never seemed to understand this need in 


i 


hen, except his mother. She was a most remarkable woman, 


“Who understood his father completely and allowed him the 


Yreedom he needed, thereby making herself more indispensa- 
‘ble to him. Tomorrow I shall make it up to Angelica, he 
“thought. But tonight he was glad he came alone. He smiled at 
‘the breathtaking beauty of Betsy Bowen, resplendent in her 
“new French fashions and magnificent jewels and wondered if 
he should consider keeping a mistress like her rather than a 
wife like his mother. Miss Bowen was all studied indifference 
to the women in the audience and all careful attention to her 
escort, Stephen Jumel. She was aware that her own natural 
‘beauty was far superior to that of the respectable women 
fround her, and she was equally well aware that her gowns 
and jewels and other expensive pleasures were supplied by 
Mr. Jumel’s enormous wealth. She intended to keep him 
happy at all costs because she had no desire to return to her 
former life of roaming the water fronts. Only for a moment 
did her eye catch the admiring stare Philip turned on her. 


She smiled at him seductively for a moment before hiding her 
|g behind her fan. 


_  Philip’s attention was diverted by the arrival of the party in 
the box next to their own. He caught sight first of a pale pink 
“atin gown entering the box and heard. the soft ripple of 
“gentle feminine laughter. He smiled with delight at the ~ 
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thought of having a 


Ml whom he could observe if the 


hero. I guarantee you, he 
says. Do you remember h 
July last? That was damned 
made certain that his voice 
next box. 

Picking up the tone of 
“How fortunate for Miss 
amusing companion to keep her e 
what 


George Eacker’s bac 
hue, and his features froze into a cold h 
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young ae beauty in the: text box 
: , : play proved to be dull or slow 
at any time, but his delight was short-lived as her escort fol: 
Young Hamilton Scarcely noticed 
who occupied the box as his a 


at the expense of some national 
can be most comical 
is ludicrous speech o 
laughable, I warrant you.” 
was loud enough to carry 


taunting Sarcasm, Price responded, 


Livingston that she has such an 
ntertained. His words are 


‘ pent-up resentment in this 
ip and Price b 


k stiffened, his face turn 


fmined to ignore the two young men in the adjoining box. 
Was in need of some merriment tonight, not for angry po- 
ical discussions with the offspring of the man he disliked. If 
were to debate politics and his speeches, he would prefer 
do it with Alexander, and not Philip, Hamilton. It was, af- 
er all, the beliefs of the father and not the son which he op- 
Posed. For who knew what the son believed except that he 
owed in the footsteps of his father. Eacker forced his at- 
ition to the action on the stage and hoped that Hamilton 
hd Price would have the good sense to do likewise. He man- 
ged to smile as pleasantly as possible at Miss Livingston and 
yas gratified to receive a warm and sympathetic smile from 
r in return. Her family had been good friends with the 
“Hamiltons for many years, and she had known the Hamilton 
hildren all her life. Eacker was uncertain of her feelings for 
philip and would have found it insufferable had she chosen to 
ublicly support Hamilton at his expense. But whatever her 
rivate feelings might be at this minute, Miss Livingston was 
“Mauch too well bred to contribute to any public discomfort of 
if escort. She made an effort to distract him and to discour- 
fige the two young offenders by leaning particularly cose to 
Backer to whisper, “I’m so well pleased that you asked me to 
acco mpany you in your party tonight, George. The play is 
| oving to be as diverting as you promised it would. Don’t be 
_bifended by what they've said. I’m sure they meant no harm.” 
. Eacker appreciated her concern, but he was equally certain 
; they did. He thought to himself that she was a most de- 
7 tful young lady, though, and decided that the rumors 
her preference for Philip might be false. Certainly after 

"the display of bad manners he had shown this evening no 
‘y girl could continue to think of him seriously. Miss Liv- 
j ond remark had accomplished its desired end, for his at- 
tention was divided between the play and herself through the 
Remainder of the act. 
| Barely had the act finished when Price turned to Hamilton 
and inquired, “Shall we quit our box and partake ourselves of - 
‘fome of the pleasant and jovial company we're sure to find in 
‘the lobby rather than remain in the presence of such unsavory 
Companions as we might encounter here?” 
_ “A commendable idea, Price,” responded Philip. “I’m cer- 
tain that we'll find the air outside much less foul also.” Philip 
“was enjoying this game of cat and mouse. Smiling his most 
Attractive smile at Miss Livingston, he and Price proceeded to 
Join the crowd of animated people in the lobby. “The evening 
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in the things he 
m the Fourth of 
Philip 
to the 


he says in substance 


dignity, She at. 


ed a ruddy 
ard line. He was de- 


is developing into a much more diverting one than we had 
anticipated, it seems,” he confided to his friend, and they 
moved to join Hamilton’s cousin, Philip Church, and his 
companions newly entering the already packed lobby. 

Under the fresh volley of attack, Eacker was unable to 
control his embarrassment and anger. He could no longer sit 
patiently by, hearing himself made the object of contempt 
and ridicule. Rising determinedly from his seat, he bowed to 
Miss Livingston, “Will you please excuse me, Miss Living- 
ston? I shall return directly.” 

Something in the coldness of his voice struck her. Reaching 
out her hand to take his, she replied, “You must pay them no 
mind, George. Obviously they have had a bit too much to 
drink. You must be gracious enough to excuse their behavior. 
Philip and I are old friends, and I know that he will regret 
his sarcasm in the morning.” 

“But it is I who must regret it this evening,” he retorted 
and promptly left the box. This time, her attempt to pacify 
him had done exactly the opposite. Couldn’t she see that he 
was gravely insulted by this young upstart? How could she 
plead for understanding from him and forgiveness for Philip, 
the offender? Clearly, it indicated that she preferred Philip, 
and this gave Eacker another reason to dislike his young ad- 
versary. Philip was rapidly becoming as unbearable as his fa- 
ther to George Eacker. 

Eacker had left his box in such a hurry that he was un- 
aware his friend Lawrence chose to accompany him. Conse- 
quently he was surprised when he heard Lawrence say, “Miss 
Livingston is right, you know. I'm convinced they've been 
drinking too much and will be chagrined in the morning to 
have made such a public display of themselves.” 

Eacker found it more than he could bear that all his 
friends should plead the case of this brash young man who felt 
quite at liberty to insult him in public. Stepping into the 
lobby, he turned to Lawrence and stared at him with a com- 
bination of fury and disbelief on his face. How could they 
expect him to exercise forgiveness after this public attack? 

“It is too abominable to be publicly insulted by a set of 
damn rascals,” he exclaimed in a clear ringing voice which car- 
tied easily to the other side of the lobby, as he had intended 
it should. 

Startled, Lawrence did his best to quiet his friend. “You're 
speaking much too loudly, George. Don’t allow yourself to be 
so agitated, I pray you.” But the damage had been done. The 
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pnversation in the lobby grew subdued and suspenseful. 
from the other side of the room the remark had carried with 
!an unspoken challenge to both Hamilton and Price. To- 
ther they turned and approached Eacker. 

“Did we hear you, sir, call someone a ‘damn rascal’?” in- 
tired Philip with quiet but fierce resentment in his voice. 

_ “I did,” was Eacker’s deliberate response. : 

' Stepping in front of his friend, Price demanded, “And who 
9 you refer to as a damn rascal?” 
Now it was Lawrence’s turn to step quickly in front of his 
friend. “Your remarks have been numerous and offensive to 
my friend. I think it would be well advised if you were both 
‘Wretire to your homes for the evening,” he said. 

’ But Philip was not to be so easily turned aside. “I do not 
ish to retire, sir.” Again turning to Eacker, he demanded, “I 
insist upon knowing who you called a ‘damn rascal.’” 

“It should be obvious to you, sir, without being told 

Pluntly,” was Eacker’s reply. 
» “I would have you tell me bluntly, for I insist upon being 
“told to my face if you referred to me,” interjected Price. 

“TJ shall tell neither of you anything I do not choose to,” 

inswered Eacker with an air of haughtiness. 

He grows more insolent with each reply, thought Philip, his 

\gitation mounting. I may very well have to strike the fellow. 

“And, indeed, it became obvious to other patrons in the lobby 
that he might at any time deliver a blow to Mr. Eacker’s per- 
“pon. Several people drew closer to the little group. 

+ “Once more, I ask you to explain the exact meaning of 
pur term, ‘rascal.’ Philip’s voice grew louder as his anger 


. 


{ 

Increased. 

' “And so must I,” echoed Price. 

~ Observing the growing interest of the patrons in the lobby, 

“Hacker was consumed anew with embarrassment and irrita- 
tion. He disliked being the center of attention in this unsa- 
Yory fashion. Anxious to avoid the brawl which he began to 
Wspect was advancing on him, he replied, “Gentlemen, I 
think we should continue this discussion at some other time 
ind place. My home, as you know, is at Number Fifty Wall 
‘Street, and you shall always find me there.” 
_ Turning, and taking the arm of his friend Lawrence, he 
‘started back to join the others in the box. Casually, he said to 
his companion, “I believe it should be about time for the pan- 

ime, and I’m most looking forward to seeing it.” Without 
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at the stunned Price and Hamilton, 
7entlemen, excuse me and good night.” 
But Philip’s anger had reached a level that would not allow 
an adversary to merely turn his back on him and walk away 
He grabbed Eacker by the arm and spun him around. “Y oj); 
place of residence has nothing to do with this,” he said, “| 
will have an answer here and now.” 
But Philip in turn was grabbed by two of the gentlemen in 


“This conduct in a place of public amusement is disgrace 
ful, gentlemen,” said one of them. “You’re creating a great 


ing his back to the quarrelsome young men, h “ 
nounced, “Ladies and gentlemen, I regret the foe a but 


Thus summarily dismissed, the quartet adjourned 

9 to th 
sidewalk in front of the theater and stood in the garish yellow 
glow of the street lamps. It was Eacker who said, “I believe 
your Jind aoe iba Let’s retire to the tavern where we 

iced. ough, i 
Been tines igh, as far as it Concerns me, the ep- 
“But not for me, sir, I insist upon knowin i 

» SIT, & Which one of us 

you referred to as a ‘damn rascal,’ and i ic, sir,” Price 
repli Stel ard and in public, sir,” Price 

is temper flaring, Eacker broke his stride and wheeled t 
face the two young men. “And I must insist upon Enowing 
whether you were purposely insulting me to raise my anger.” 
‘That is nothing to the point,” replied Price. “We insist 
upon your Particularizing the person you meant to distinguish 


“Did you deliberately mean to insult me in front 
companions?” again repeated Mr. Eacker. eo 
‘You are hedging, sir. We insist upon a direct answer,” 
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~ “Well, then,” answered Eacker, his patience and fury no 
t to be controlled. “You are both damn rascals.” Having 
Pirted this accusation at them, he turned and began mount- 
the steps to the theater. 
‘It is insufferable to be so termed by you, sir, who have in- 
ited my father repeatedly,” shouted Philip after him. 
| George Eacker stood on the steps coolly surveying the two 
Of them. “Gentlemen, you had better make less noise.” Then 
i@ added, “TI shall expect to hear from you.” With that he en- 
‘red the theater leaving the two young men to shout after 
Pim, “That you shall. That you shall.” 
'’ The words echoed slightly through the sudden extraordi- 
Bary stillness of the night. The companions stood for a little 
While in front of the theater. The events of the evening had 
Ken a most unexpected turn. Somehow an evening which 
‘Was intended to amuse and divert them had turned into a 
| tious confrontation. There was now no way to avert the cir- 


Pimstances. This realization had a sobering effect upon them. 
#he practice of dueling was outlawed in New York City, they 
Well knew, but that did not prevent it from being considered 
ill by many to be the only gentlemanly way to protect one’s 
honor. While it was illegal in New York City, it was still le- 
across the Hudson River in New Jersey. In fact there was 
he particular area at Weehawken which was known as “the 
Dueling Ground” because it was favored for that purpose. 
Philip thought of that spot now. Although it was the accepted 
practice not to kill one’s opponent any longer, but at the most — 
#0 draw blood, still he did not relish the prospect of looking 
Bt a gun being pointed directly at him: the thought terrified 
him. His father had often spoken against the practice of duel- 
‘Wng, and Philip knew that Alexander would never approve 
‘Of what he must do. 
| It was Price who broke the silence to ask. “Will you go 
lome to seek your father’s advice, Philip?” 
“No, I think that. would be unwise,” he replied. “I prefer 
) that he know nothing of this.” Suddenly to his mind sprang 
"the face of his sister, so earnest in her pleading that he cancel 
‘his plans for the evening. “How could she have known?” he 
whispered involuntarily. 
_ “What was it you said, Hamilton? I couldn’t hear,” re- 
‘Sponded Price, his thoughts on his own situation. He, too, 
Was apprehensive and not overly attentive to his friend. 
“It’s unimportant, I was only remembering something An- 
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gelica said to me this afternoon. Did I tell you she wanted to 
accompany me this night?” 

“Yes, how fortunate that she wasn’t here to witness this 
wretched business,” Price commented. 

“It might have been better if she had come. Her very 
presence might have prevented the argument. She does not 
favor arguing,” her brother asserted. Unable to wipe the 
thought of his sister and her anguished pleading from his 
mind, he said, “I think it would be best if I consulted Uncle 
Church in this matter. He and Colonel Burr were engaged in 
a duel, you remember. I shall rest easier after I speak with 
Ne ee this. Will you accompany me?” he invited his 

end. 

“I would prefer to stay here and write my message in Fa- 
ther’s office,” Price replied. Shaking hands with his friend, 
Price climbed the steps of the theater and sat down in his fa- 
ther’s chair in the office and began his message of challenge 
to George Eacker in order that it might be delivered that eve- 
ning before he left the theater. 

Philip started in the direction of his uncle’s home on 
Broadway, but he had not gone far when Philip Church 
caught up to him. “I noticed that your box was empty, 
Philip,” he said, “and I thought something might be wrong. 
Did you cuff the bounder?” 

“No, Church,”. answered Hamilton. “He has invited us to 
challenge him to a duel.” There was no reply from his cousin, 
who was taken by surprise. The altercation did not seem to 
him to be that serious when he had left the scene. “I thought 
your father might be helpful in advising me. I was on my 
way to your home at the present time, so it’s just as well that 
you’re with me, I suppose.” ; 

“Yes, Father was challenged by Colonel Burr, you remem- 
ber. The whole episode was so amusing, if you recall. Judge 
Burke was Colonel Burr’s second and Burr had brought the 
wrong size ball for the gun. So Judge Burke was to grease the 
muzzle and wrap leather around the ball to make it fit, but 
he forgot to grease the leather and the ball would not fit 
properly. It merely plopped on the ground when the pistol 
was fired. Everyone there found the situation so comical 
that they could not keep from laughing, even Colonel Burr. 
So Papa apologized and Burr accepted, and they all rowed 
back to Fraunces Tavern for a glass of port. Oh, how Papa 
dreaded to face Colonel Burr—you know what an excellent 
shot he is—and how amused the entire city was by the out- 
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me.” Church could not help but laugh at the remembrance 
the contest. ; j ee 
““Let’s hope we have an equally enjoyable experience, said 


young Hamilton gravely. “Is your mother entertaining this 


sning, Philip?” he asked his cousin, for he was not looking 
brward to confronting one of the lavish evenings of cards 
nd music his Aunt Angelica delighted in giving. How differ- 
mt Mama is from her older sister, he thought. Mama was 
ectly happy when Papa was no longer the Secretary of 
Treasury and she no longer was required to hold her 
yeekly levees and frequent dinners. Being the town’s leading 
iostess was not what his mother desired, but it did suit his 


nt Angelica Church perfectly. She relished the almost 


Wightly entertaining and being surrounded by New York’s 
dine citizens. Mama was perfectly content to surround her- 
with her family and to be with Papa when he was free. 
with Papa and the children at the same time was the 
that life could offer her. As he thought of his mother, 


A ngelica again crept into his mind. He felt a small pang of 


milt and sorrow as he thought of these two dear women, and 
or their sakes, as well as his father’s, wished that he could 


‘gyoid the encounter with George Eacker. 


" Angelica moaned slightly and tossed in her bed at that mo- 
ent, but she did not rouse from her slumber. 


’ As he had expected, his Aunt Angelica sat in a game of 


brad with a group of ladies. The stakes were rather high and 
he, at the moment, was winning. The company was quite 
serry and boisterous and paid him little heed. His aunt, al- 


Ways charming, paused to greet her nephew warmly with an 


smbrace and a kiss in welcome. While they exchanged pleas- 
antries, Philip Church went to seek out his father. Very 
presently, as his aunt prepared to resume her card playing, 

hilip returned with his father and another friend, David 


Jones, in tow. 
) “Ah, Philip, come join me in the study for a glass of 


herry,” said his uncle. “Angelica may introduce you to all 
he beautiful young girls later, although, I warrant you know - 
them all yourself. I fear my Philip prefers to resist his 


mother’s matchmaking efforts. But no matter, come with me. 
Keep up the Rainnkas eeak, my dear,” he told his wife, kiss- 
s her bejeweled hand. i 
Angelica gave him a most beguiling smile. She glanced at 
her nephew’s handsome face again and was disturbed by the 
Mook of undisguised concern on his countenance. Briefly she 
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wondered what might be the cause of such a look, but only 
briefly. She was confident that whatever the cause, her hus- 
band would be able to set the matter right again. John was 
not as exciting or handsome or stimulating as her brother-in- 
law Alexander, but he was solid and substantial, which could 
be a comfort at times. — 

Closing the door of his study, John Church turned to his 
errant nephew. “My son tells me that you’re to challenge 
George Hacker. It’s a foolhardy thing to do, Philip. I should 
hope you could resolve your difficulties without going to the 
extreme of challenging him.” 

“You know that he has insulted my father repeatedly, 
Uncle John,” said Philip. “And tonight at the theater, he 
called me a ‘damn rascal.’ 

“What would prompt him to do such a thing?” 

“In truth I must confess he had some slight provocation, 
for my friend Price and I were joking at his expense; but this 
was done in the privacy of our box. He, on the other hand, 
chose the public lobby to make his offensive remark. Will you 
help me draft the message, uncle?” Philip asked the older 


man. 

“It’s not a practice I fully approve, although I have at 
times not been able to avoid an encounter myself. I suppose, 
Philip, if you feel that your honor will not allow you to 
reconsider, then I must give you all the aid I am able.” It was 
not a task he would undertake with any enthusiasm, however. 

“First, I must pledge you to secrecy. You're all aware, I 
know, of the code of silence surrounding such matters, but in 
this case it is vitally important that you let no one, most par- 
ticularly Aunt Angelica, even suspect. For she would most 
certainly inform Mama of the prospect and that would make 
everything very difficult. I do not wish to upset my parents or 
my sister in regard to this matter.” It would be painful 
enough for Philip to face his opponent without having to face 
the protestations of his family as well. 

The three men around Philip pledged him their secrecy and 
their support. Accordingly, the message was drafted to Mr. 
Eacker. Afterward, Philip and his companions shared a glass 
of his uncle’s best Spanish sherry, but he declined his uncle’s 
invitation to stay for a while and join the other guests. He 

“was no longer in the mood for frivolity and he would never 
be able to concentrate on a hand of cards. 

Jones volunteered to deliver the message to Eacker at his 
home. He and Philip made their farewells and departed to- 
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her accompanied by the best wishes of both John and 
Philip Church. Silently they walked side by side, studying the 
png, dark, distorted shadows their bodies cast in the soft yel- 
w glare of the street lights as they passed. Upon reaching 
he corner of Wall Street, only a few buildings distant from 


| No. 50, Philip shrank into the shadows as his friend David 


Jones advanced toward the house and lifted the knocker. Mr. 
cker himself answered the door, accompanied by his friend 
wrence. Solemnly, Jones handed the note to Eacker, who 

ook it and read it on the spot. As he waited, Jones glanced 
ought the open door. His eye caught sight of the large 

standing in the hall. The time was now 11:30 P.M. on 
night of Friday, November 20, 1801. He wondered why 

fact should so impress itself on his mind and had a 

fague uneasiness as he speculated as to whether he would 
ve Cause to remember this moment in future times. When 


| » had finished reading, Eacker carefully folded the paper 


ind said, “Earlier this evening, I received a challenge from 
_ Hamilton’s friend, Price. When the affair with him is over, 
you may tell Mr. Hamilton I will then receive. any communi- 


' David Jones returned to Hamilton, who stepped from the 
kness to meet him. He reported Eacker’s reply to Philip, 
hen shook hands with his friend and they parted company, 
gach continuing to his own house to attempt to woo a night’s 
eep. Jones was more fortunate in that regard than Philip, 

Who was unable to shake from his mind the fact that he was 

bout to commit an act in deliberate contradiction to his fa- 
her’s beliefs. 

' An almost unearthly silence greeted Philip as he let himself 
nto the sleeping house. Removing his shoes at the door, he 
trcpt so quietly as he could up the stairs. He had no desire to 

aken anyone because he feared they might be able to read 

h his features that all was not well with him. At Angelica’s 

oor he paused to listen. Satisfied that she slept soundly, he 

Mighed in relief and retired to his own bed only to toss rest- 

Tiessly until morning, his mind a jumbled confusion of 

A Rachts and fears. He did not wish to shoot at any man, but 

he did not wish to be wounded himself. His was the anguish 

J every human being who has faced possible death or 
ster. 

"True to his word, Philip devoted himself to his sister’s 
pleasures during his free hours on the following day. He tried 
lo keep the events of the night before from his mind but 
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D pation from him.” 


found it an impossible task. He turned quiet and melancholy 
and, try as she might, Angelica could not coax him back to 
his customary vivacity. She played her new composition for 
him. He listened appreciatively and was most complimentary, 
but he seemed to lack enthusiasm. As he had promised, they 
promenaded in the park along the Battery in the afternoon, 
but his conversation was sparse and lacked its usual sparkle 
Once when she remarked on his want of gaiety, he replied 
that it had been a full evening and he had arrived home late 
It was merely an unexpected tiredness which had overtaken 
him, he persuaded her. Angelica was delighted to have Philip 
to herself, and she did not question his explanation. Her anx 
iety of the afternoon before had vanished. She was secure in 
the knowledge that while he was with her, he was safe. She 
would protect him from the entire world if need be. But th: 
afternoon was so pleasant, with the warm autumn sun and 
the fresh breeze blowing gently across the water, that all dan 
ger seemed remote. She laughed gaily and made amusing re 
ete about the people they passed and enjoyed herself thor 
oughly. 

-After church services the following morning, Betsy and 
Alexander decided to take the entire family to the Grange to 
see what progress had been made on their home since their 
last visit. It had been several weeks since their last trip to in 
spect the structure. It was exciting to see how the building 
improved with each excursion. Philip begged to be excused 
from the journey. He protested that he was having difficulty 
digesting one of the law books Papa had assigned to him for 
study and wanted to use the afternoon to reread certain 
pages. Alexander found his son’s attitude most commendable 
and readily granted him leave to stay at home. After their de 
parture, Philip made an earnest effort to study but was un- 
able to concentrate on his work. He impatiently walked back 
and forth in his room waiting for word from his friend, 
Price. He knew that Price was to meet Eacker at twelve noon 
today. That word had been relayed to him through James 
Lynch, who was to act as Price’s second. Hamilton was most 
anxious to hear about the outcome and prayed for the safety 
of his friend. Shortly after one o’clock, Lynch and David 
Jones appeared at the house. Philip was surprised to see whal 
good spirits they were in. 

“You must tell me everything, James,” Philip instructed his 
friend. He listened carefully as Lynch related a story ol 
rowing across the Hudson to Weehawken. Eacker and his 
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"Racker was “such a damn 


econd, Lawrence, 


were already there when they arrived. 


When the opponents were in place and had been instructed, 


Hthree shots were exchanged without doing harm to either 


party. The two seconds stepped forward and agreed that 
honor had been served. But both Price and Eacker decided to 
try one more shot. They consented, however, to shake hands 
after this final round had been fired. The fourth shot was had 
without damage to either man. A reconciliation ensued, they 
shook hands, and Price remarked in a joking fashion that 
lath of a fellow that he might 


‘shoot all day to no purpose at all.” Eacker himself found this 


a ynch added, 


‘amusing and joined in the laughter that followed. They had 
arted in good spirits and rowed back to the city side by side. 
“J think your honor as well as Price’s has been 


)well served. Why not let the matter rest there, Philip?” 


“I could not let my friend defend himself and me also while 


TY stand behind his coattails cowering. I am bound, James, to 


)defend my own honor no 


less than did Price. Let us pray it 


"has as merry an outcome. Will you accompany David to de- 


¢ 
} 


liver my challenge now that Eacker is free to respond to it? I 
would not have him call me a coward in addition to the 
many things has has called my father.” 

“J shall be happy to serve you in any way you wish, Philip, 
os I would prefer to dissuade you instead,” replied his 

iend. 

Philip took paper and ink from his father’s desk and hur- 
tiedly scribbled a note to Eacker. Putting the pen back into 
the well, he poured sand onto the fresh ink to blot and dry 
the letters, then he folded and sealed the note with wax. At 
length he handed the paper to Jones with the instructions that 
it be delivered immediately to Mr. Eacker. With reluctance 
they bade him good day and left the house. 

Philip spent the next twenty-four hours trying desperately 
not to let his family suspect that anything was amiss. After 
dinner that evening, it was he who suggested that the family 
listen to Angelica play the piano for them. He was gay and 
amusing. He danced with his mother and complimented her 
lavishly on her light step. At the end of the evening, just be- 
fore retiring, he asked to share a glass of port with his father. 
As they sat together, Philip presented a point of law to his fa- 
ther and asked for an explanation, knowing the pleasure it 
gave his father to discuss with him the subject of their mutual 


profession. It was a thoroughly enjoyable evening for the en- 
tire family, even Philip. As he prepared to retire for the 
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night, Philip slipped into Angelica’s room and tiptoed softly 
across the floor to kiss the cheek of his sleeping sister. 

The next day, while the family set about the ordinary daily 
chores, Philip deserted his books a little before three in the 
afternoon and quietly slipped out of the house to join David 
Jones, who had agreed to serve as his second. Together they 
rowed across the Hudson to arrive at Weehawken only a 
short while before George Eacker and Mr. Cooper, the actor, 
who had been pressed into service as Eacker’s second this 
time. As they stood in the clearing known as the Dueling 
Ground, facing each other, the word was given to fire, but 
neither of the young men appeared eager to deliver the first 
shot, each seemed to be waiting for the other to fire. Through 
Philip’s mind he heard not the command to “Fire” but in- 
stead his father’s voice. “The custom of dueling is an abomi- 
nation and contrary to the laws of both man and God. I 
cannot hold with this practice.” Philip had violated his father’s 
trust by taking part in this duel, but he could not bring him- 
self to be the first to fire. In fact, out of respect for his fa- 
ther’s wishes, he had decided not to fire at his opponent at 
all. Staring at Eacker, however, Philip perceived that the 
young man was leveling his pistol with greater accuracy. Why 
should he take such careful aim unless he means to do me 
harm? wondered Philip, who unconsciously raised his own 
pistol in response. A shot rang through the stillness of the au- 
tumn afternoon. George Eacker had fired-very deliberately at 


. Philip Hamilton. Pain struck Philip on the right side of his 


body, the one he had exposed to his adversary. The jolt to his 
body caused him to fire his gun involuntarily and the ball 
rose wildly into the empty air. Philip fell to the ground, 
wounded. The ball from Eacker’s pistol entered Philip’s body 
just above the right hip, passed through the spinal cord be- 
tween the second and third lumbar vertebrae, and lodged at 
length in his left arm. Fighting back the blackness which 
came rushing toward him in waves, Philip struggled to retain 
his consciousness as he was lifted carefully and carried gently 
as possible down the steep slope fo the boat and solemnly 
rowed back to the tip of Manhattan. Only the dipping of the 
oars into the water broke the stillness of the November after- 
noon. 

Shortly after three that afternoon, Angelica’s hands uncon- 


- trollably struck a loud discordant note on the piano, disrupt- 


ing the pastoral music she had been playing. “Mama,” she 
screamed, rising abruptly from her seat. “Mama!” The cry 
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semed to be torn from her very soul. “It’s Philip. It’s hap- 
nened. My God, oh my God, spare him,” she screamed in 
‘prayer. Without waiting for her mother to respond to her 
creams, she ran from the house in a state of panic. Unaware 
that she had left the door flung open, unaware that she had 
dashed out without a wrap of any kind to protect her from 
the chill of the late afternoon, unaware of anything except 
‘the blinding terror which gripped her, Angelica paused only 
ghtly at the corner, uncertain of her destination. Instinc- 
tively, she headed for the waterfront, not knowing exactly 
‘what she expected to find when she arrived. She seemed to be 
propelled by some instinctive knowledge which she did not 
‘pause to question. Hastening as fast as she could, threading 
her way throught the pigs rooting about in the streets, lifting 
her skirts in order that she might run when she was free of 
‘them, she made her way down to lower Broadway. On Cort- 
‘Jand Street, she turned toward the Hudson River. There be- 
fore her she saw Philip’s friend, David Jones, hurrying rap- 
‘idly toward her. He stopped still in his tracks so surprised 
was he to find her there. Grasping her he asked, “Angelica, 
what are you doing here? I was just on my way to fetch your 
‘mother and father.” 
_ “Where’s Philip?” she demanded. f d 
“How did you know? Who could have told you?” he queried 


| 
| 


MEN one told me, I just knew,” she responded. “Please tell 
‘me where I might find him,” she pleaded, tears springing to 
~ her dark eyes. : 
> “You must not see him alone, Angelica,” he admonished 
her. “Come with me to inform your parents. I do not look 
forward to that task, and it would be better for you if they 
' were with you when you went to Philip.”. 
“Then he is dying,” she murmured. “I feared so. I could 
' not save him.” Pulling her arms away from Jones, Angelica 
insisted, “I must go to him. I must! I shall be strong, I 
" promise you. Only tell me where they’ve taken him. You 


———— 


be. .. . But be gentle as you break the news to them.” 
| “If you insist upon going, I must tell you they’ve taken him 
to Mr. Bayard’s house.” He watched as she hurried down the 
street, calling after her, “Comfort him, Angelica, give him 
what comfort you can.” Turning back toward Broadway, he 
continued on his grim mission, dreading the encounter which 
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shortly lay ahead of him and dreading for her the encounter 
toward which she was rushing. 

By the time Angelica reached the home of her father’s 
friend, Dr. Hosack had already arrived. He was at that very 
moment examining Philip, who had been placed in a down- 
stairs bedroom, it being deemed unwise to try to transport 
him up the stairs. Angelica sat quietly in the front room with 
Mrs. Bayard, who continually dabbed at her eyes with a 
handkerchief. Angelica no longer attempted to hide her tears 
but let them roll uncontrolled down her ashen cheeks. 

Philip, she thought, I wanted to help you so very much. | 
wanted to save you. This is what I wanted to prevent but 
didn’t know it. You must not die, dearest. Philip. You must 
not die. Why couldn’t I stop you? Why? Over and over again 
these thoughts ran through her mind in an unending circle, 
always coming back to pause at Why, Philip, why? Occasion- 
ally, Mrs. Bayard would proffer a sympathetic word, but An- 
gelica barely heard and did not comprehend anything that 
kindly lady said to her, so great was her anguish for her be- 
loved brother. 

After a great length of time. Dr. Hosack emerged from the 
bedroom. He stood in the doorway shaking his head. Jumping 
up from her seat, Angelica fairly ran to him, nearly knocking 
him off his balance in her eagerness to speak with him, 
hoping against all reality that he would come from the room 
and remark that her brother was a most fortunate young man 
to have received such a superficial wound and that he hoped 
Philip had learned a good lesson that would prevent him 
from ever again engaging in a duel. Ignoring the somber and 
troubled look on the doctor’s face, eagerly she asked, “Ere 
will recover, won’t he, Dr. Hosack? You can make him well 
again, can’t you? It would be too dreadful for Mama and 
Papa to bear if Philip did not recover from this wound. Nor 
re I be able to bear life without him. Please tell me there 
is hope.” 

Dr. Hosack looked into her eager, tear-stained face and 
felt the futility that doctors have felt from the time medicine 
was first practiced when they were unable to cure a patient: 
and in this case the patient was the son of a well-loved 
friend. He wondered to himself if Angelica would be able to 
receive the truth and not lose control of her emotions. If he 
were to try to ease the blow and give her hope that Philip 
might recover, might it not be more difficult to grasp the real- 
ity of his death when it finally came, as it was certain to do? 
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” Still he wavered in his determination, for he did not have the 
stamina to deliberately crush her spirit with the truth that her 
P red brother would live only a few more hours at best and 
those in extreme agony. How cruel life could be at times, he 
thought, why should Price’s life be spared after four shots 
) } and Philip receive such a brutal wound at the first firing? 
Surely life is not reasonable and one is forced to question the 
| mercy of a gracious God at some such times as this. Eventu- 


ally he decided that nothing was to be gained by giving either 
{ Angelica or her parents false hope and, placing eget in 
her inner stre » Dr. Hosack compassionately placed his 
rm about her shoulders as though she was his own daughter, 
and said, “My dear child, your brother is in great agony... 
"agony of spirit as well as body. I must beg that you fortify 
Yourself and assist me in caring for him.” 
__“Yes, oh yes, Dr. Hosack,” she replied sincerely. “I'll do 
hatever I can to aid Philip.” 
) “I was certain that you would. I know it will not be an 
fasy undertaking for you. First, you must comfort him and 
‘be of good cheer. He must not see you weep, for he will 
‘now that he is the cause of it and his suffering will be the 
sreater for it. Your own sorrow must wait until Philip’s suf- 
fering has ceased. It will not be long, perhaps hours at most,” 
he told her as kindly and gently as he was able. 
_ The meaning and import that these words carried came 
slowly to Angelica. Grief crept over her girlish features and 
nguish filled her soul until the sight of her unconcealed tor- 
ment became too much for Dr. Hosack to witness, and he ay- 
/erted his gaze. Perhaps he had been wrong to tell her. 
_ “Angelica, I cannot allow you to go to Philip with such 
)Pain on your face,” he said sorrowfully. 
| It was with great difficulty that Angelica made a heroic at- 
‘tempt to veil the ache she felt, and at last she wiped from her 
face the remainder of the tears. She pinched her cheeks to 
bring color back to them, then straightening and smoothing 
vher hair and lifting her chin, she turned to Dr. Hosack. 
“You're right, of course, Dr. Hosack. We must bring what 
Comfort we can to Philip in his last moments. Whatever I can 
Mo to help relieve his suffering, I am most anxious to do . ee 
‘only -,+ Only when Mama and Papa arrive, can we not give 
)them just the slightest hope? It will be such a cruel blow to 
them both, you know, but especially to Papa.” 
“If you think it will be easier for them to bear, my dear, 

owe will give them what hope we can until the end,” he re- 
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||  Sponded, taking her by the hand and leading her into the 
|| room to sit by the side of her dying brother. 
|| Through the night Angelica and her mother fought back 
: the tears as they took turns wiping the forehead of Philip 
with a cool damp cloth and stroking his thick black hair. 
_ From time to time Betsy would lean over him to kiss his 
_ forehead or Angelica would hold his hand and lay her cheek 
against his, saying, “My darling Philip,” or “My dearest 
_ brother.” Alexander alternately comforted the sorrowing 
_ Women and knelt in prayer at the foot of the bed on which 
tig his son lay, watching the center of his hopes and dreams slip 
_ away from him, powerless to aid this best-loved son. The 
_ §rief and anguish he felt was beyond comprehension. 
: Sometime around five o’clock on Tuesday morning, 
November 24, 1801, Philip Hamilton’s suffering ended and 
_ the suffering of Alexander and Elizabeth and their children 
j deepened. Angelica was inconsolable. Philip was buried in the 
: churchyard at Trinity Church. Angelica, lovely and fragile in 
fap _ muslin, wept pathetically as she knelt at the foot of his 
ave, 
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Chapter XI 


Gordon put his arm protectively about his wife’s shoulders 
‘and drew her closer to him. Percy let her head fall on his _ 
thest. It was good to touch her again, good, solid, real. In the 
stillness of the late afternoon turning to early evening, they 
gat together in the secluded garden of the White’s townhouse. _ 
The soft splish-splash of the fountain behind them and the = 
distant sounds of traffic on the city streets were the only in- 
sions on their privacy. she 
_ “Percy, do you believe in this theory of Dr. Aaron’s?” Gor- 
don finally asked. His mind was still struggling to accept the 
Preposterous story that Damon Aarons had related to him. It 
Was totally ridiculous, of course, but it was obviously ac- 
_) cepted by the others, including David, who had always been 
80 skeptical of such things. : ny 
__ “Yes, darling, I do,” she answered. Lifting her head from _ 
his chest, she turned to face him. “Don’t you see? Everything 
‘fits so well... my premonition, David’s description of her dis- _ 
“appearance. It ... it seems quite plausible.” She searched his _ 
face for some sign of comprehension, some acceptance, but 
found instead a lingering doubt. Holding his face between her 
_ two hands, she forced him to look into her eyes as she said, 
_ “If time were not so important, you could have years to con- 
: ‘sider whether or not you approve but if you can’t accept all — 
this so quickly, darling, then please trust in me. I want to do — — 
_ this for Angie. I want to help find her, and whatever I must 
‘do, I accept. I have faith in Dr. Aarons and you must have __ 
' faith in my faith.” She waited for an answer, a nod, a kiss, _ 
some sign that he was willing to let her try. cae 
_ “But he’s worked with mediums before. He must know 
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someone else who responds well to this sort of thing and is 
experienced with it. Why doesn’t he use one of them for this 
experiment?” Gordon questioned. 

“If you had a choice of anyone we know finding Angie, 
who would you pick?” she asked in reply. 

“You.” There was no other answer. He knew she was 
right. Then reaching out, he drew her close to him and whis- 
pered, “But I don’t want to lose you. I don’t want you to dis- 
appear, too. That’s what keeps nagging at the back of my 
mind. What would I do if I lost you?” 

“But, Gordon, there’s no danger of that. Only my mind 
will be searching for Angie. I will be right here where you 
can keep an eye on me. Believe me, I won’t let you lose me, 
darling, not now or ever,” she replied and lifted her mouth to 
his in a kiss both passionate and tender. The sounds of traffic 
in the outside world seemed to vanish along with the rhyth- 


’ mic fall of the water as the two of them shut from their pri- 


vate world everything but each other. 

Tt was well into twilight when Gordon and Percy joined 
the others in the living room. From the tension in the air, evi- 
dently what conversation there was had run out long ago, and 
the four occupants had spent some time now in simply sitting 
and waiting their return. Dr. Aarons immediately rose to his 
feet and approached them. David, who was sitting on the 
edge of his chair, returned the key chain he had been tossing 
from hand to hand to his pocket and stood beside Aarons. 
Claire and Sam in unison straightened themselves and leaned 
forward but remained sitting on the sofa. Gordon felt awk- 
ward in this atmosphere of expectancy. 

It was Percy who gave them the news. “Gordon doesn’t 
really like the idea, but he’s willing to let me try, Dr. 
Aarons.” Her explanation was typically candid. 

Dr. Aarons reached out to take his hand. “Thank you, 
Gordon. I’m sure you realize that I believe Percy will be our 
quickest and most direct contact with Angie, or I wouldn’t 
suggest it.” 

“She thinks so too, Dr. Aarons, or I wouldn’t have agreed. 
This element of danger you mentioned worries me, naturally. 
I want to do everything to get Angie back but not if I have 
lost Percy in the process.” Turning to David, he added, “I’m 
sorry, David, but that’s the way I feel. I’m sure you’d have 
the same misgivings if our roles were reversed. I keep think- 
ing of the old adage of two wrongs not making a right. To 
lose both girls would do no one any good.” 
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' David nodded solemnly. “I understand, Gordon.” _ 

| “I don’t honestly think there’s much danger of losing Percy 

ntirely. The only possible danger is what effect it may have 
on her mind. The unknown is always frightening,” said Dr. 
Aarons, “but the experiment we're undertaking is really very 
simple. It’s one that’s used frequently by people who study 
ysychic phenomena or who try to delve into the past through 
P. But there’s not a great deal of danger in this particular 
xperiment. And if we’re successful in communicating with 
Angie and separating her from Angelica, then that’s all there 
Will be to it.” y ; 
“But if we don’t, Dr. Aarons, then what?” asked David, 
Tisin g to his feet. d 4 

' “Then we must try something else.” His voice was steady 
and his tone matter-of-fact. To him it was obviously taken 
for granted. ; : 

“What else?” Gordon questioned. He hadn’t wondered un- 

til hat the next step might be. 

g “Lets not rush into. advanced psychic study until, or 
‘unless, it becomes absolutely necessary,” replied _ Aarons 
calmly, motioning with his hands for both men to sit down. 
“Tt may be totally unnecessary to go beyond this simple 
attempt. At least, that’s my hope.” ; 

_ “But if you fail with this, do you plan to involve Percy any 
further?” Gordon insisted on knowing. ; 

“T can’t tell at this point. It depends upon her response. It’s 

really not wise to plan what the second step will be until 
we've taken the first one. It’s like trying to find your way out 
of a dark tunnel—in this case a time tunnel, if you like— 
‘without a light. There’s a faint glimmer of light at the end 
"toward which you cautiously grope. Pil try to keep things as 
‘simple and easy for you to understand as I possibly can. You, 
‘in turn, must trust me. I feel that in order to get some confir- 
“mation of my theory this is the best way to begin. Pm willing 
‘to try; are you?” Aarons looked from David to Gordon and 


) finally to Percy. is 
B “You eat Tm with you, Dr. Aarons.” Percy had been 


| immediately taken with this man and her faith was unshaken. 
| “And Pm willing to help, if I can,” added David. oe 
yy suppose I have to agree with everybody else. It’s just 


is f 3 I 
that this whole thing seems so completely preposterous. 
) don’t believe that ghosts exist, and you ask me to accept the 


‘fact that someone from the past has grabbed my sister-in- 
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law’s body so she can live her own life over again. S 

you believe this, too?” Gordon asked for eee pappe °° 
“I do now, Gordon. I admit it’s hard to digest when it’s 

‘first thrown at you. But Claire and I have known Damon for 

a long time and because of certain experiences we've shared 

with him, séances we've attended with him, I believe that 

ghosts do exist, not the dreadful, frightening spirits you see in 

the old eatge but ie I think “aged do exist,” Sam asserted. 
“There is a world or ma several 1 

Gorton Dona tae y worlds beyond ours, 
“Have you ever heard of metampsychosis, G: ” Dr. 

Aarons asked him. gine ila 


it 
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sther hand, as Angelica, that awareness may fade in a period 
a few months.” Having said all this, Aarons felt the need 
to sit down. He hadn’t expected them to embrace this theory 
Wholeheartedly, but the small group of people sitting m that 
Hiving room sat in silence. No one knew what to say.. The 
theory was so absurd and yet so logical. It couldn’t possibly 
happen, and yet it was a precise explanation of Angie’s disap- 
ance. It was far more specific than anything he had told 
‘them up to now. 

_ Aarons was a little surprised that no one had attempted to 
e about the improbability of his theory and after a while 


he added, “I hadn’t planned to explain all this in such detail 
‘at this stage of the game. For a logical, practical nuts-and- 


qh “Good Lord, no,” came the quick, sharp reply. 


i Aarons smiled. “I’m not rised. incarna 
iy i tion, then?” isepsiaes Pipheebant sty ‘ bolts mind, it’s _ ia tarp wre the rings 
|| “Of course, I've heard of reincarnati Sete X ‘swallow. But that’s it. That’s the theory I'm working by. (| 
i | anion ee you can understand why we have to work at this thing step 
Mil “Well, metampsychosis is basically the same thing. It’s the by step. We'll begin with the easiest possible solution and 
transmigration of souls from body to body. Now, let me ask ‘hope we don’t have to go any farther.” 
you one other question related to this. Are you familiar with _ “Dr. Aarons, are you serious about the documented proof 
materialization and dematerialization?” on this?” questioned Gordon. ee 
Yes, there have been papers and books detailing experi- 


“Never heard of it,” replied Gordon. 

“It's rather complex, but to be as basic as possible, the the- 
ory is that all time and space is relative and that objects can 
be moved by thought. Now, if objects such as a handkerchief, 
a book, a lamp can be transferred from place to place by 
thought . . . and don’t look so skeptical, you two,” he said to 
David and Gordon. “It has been done. Experiments have 
been witnessed and documented as authentic.” 

“Impossible,” said David incredulously. 

“Unusual, but by no means impossible, David,” asserted 
Aarons. “Anyway, if an object, why not a body, which is ac- 
tually an object also?” 

“You mean to move a body from place to place ... like 
beg one room to another just by thinking it?” Gordon asked 


“Exactly that ... or even from one generation to another, 


_ 7) ences of past lives revealed under hypnosis. The details were 
” checked against historical records and papers and authenti- 

‘cated. And I’ve been present at some experiments with 

“Materialization which were successful. I've even had some 

’ guccess at it myself. Such things actually are possible,” he de- 
ed 


_ “Sam and I have been with him at some of the experi- 
“ments, Gordon,” Claire volunteered. “Materialization is an 
Yamazing thing to witness.” 

’ “If you say so, I'll accept it.” David was becoming restless 
/ with the discussion. “I don’t know that I belive it, but then I 
don’t know for sure what I believe anymore. But still Pm 
) willing to accept it if it will help bring back Angie. My God, 
Gordon, haven’t we done enough speculating? You can’t pre- 
' vent Percy from trying, can you? You can’t even want to, 
can you?” 

| “When do you want to try this hypnosis with Percy, Dr. 


| i and when you combine materialization and metampsychosis, 
| you have the removal of a body to another time and that 


| body being possessed by another spirit or soul. I don’t know _ Aarons?” Gordon asked. 


i how it was accomplished, but that is technically what I think | “Now.” 
im) f happened to Angie. What I'm not sure of is whether or not ' “You mean right now?” Gordon had hoped for a little time 
ht Angie retained any awareness of her life in this century. If _ to get used to the whole idea. 
a she did, it will be easier to reach and reclaim her. But on the That is if Percy is ready,” said Aarons. 
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“I'm ready whenever you say, Dr. Aarons,” Percy replied. 
Then she went to Gordon, kissed him on the cheek, and said, 
“Don’t look so worried, darling. I love you.” She Patted his 
hand, then dropping it by his side, she returned to Dr. 
Aarons. “What would you like me to do first?” 

“Let’s find a chair where you'll be comfortable.” Taking a 
straight-backed chair from beside a small table, he placed it 
oe in the center of the room. “Here, try this one, 

ercy. 
p oeeys stay, Dr. Aarons?” Gordon wanted to remain close 
‘o her. 

“Of course, you may all stay. Just sit quietly so you don’t 
oleate Percy. It’s important for her to concentrate on what I 
tell her. 

Percy sat in the chair. Dr. Aarons stood in front of her, 
“Close your eyes now, Percy, and relax. Just relax. Try to 
think of nothing but that black void which swallowed your 
sister. That’s right. Think of that blackness. Now begin to 
count bai from one hundred, take your time and relax 
oe each number. Concentrate on the blackness as you 
count 

Percy began to count: “One hundred . . - ninety-nine... 
ninety-eight . . . ninety-seven . . . ninety-six . . . ninety-five... 
ninety-four.. .” 

“That's fine, just relax, picture the blackness. Don’t be 
afraid of it.” Dr. Aarons’ voice was soothing and persuasive. 
“You're following Angie into the blackness. You must not let 
it frighten you. Angie is there. You must find her.” 

be . eighty- 


» +. eighty-five ... eighty-four ... eighty-three .. 
two ... eighty-one ... eighty...” 

Gordon stared hard at her face, sitting on the edge of his 
seat, his hands gripped together tightly. Claire sat erect, her 
lips silently mouthing the numbers as Percy recited them. 
Sam strained forward, concentrating on his friend Damon 
Aarons, whose piercing black eyes seemed to penetrate deep 
into Percy’s mind. David fought back the impulse to stand, 
fearing that any outside noise might disturb the two central 
figures, but his anxiety made it hard for him to breathe. Ner- 
vously he licked his lips and rubbed at his throat. 

“seventy...” Percy continued. 

“That's fine, Percy. You're very relaxed now; very, very 
relaxed. You're safely through that black tunnel. What do 
you see?” 
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"I...Isee...” Here Percy paused, a frown crept over 


Do you see light, Percy?” 
| “Yes, I see light.” 


“Are you in a city?” Z 
"Yes, it is a city, but it’s so different.” eee 
) “In what way is it different? Can you describe it?” ; 
'“The buildings are small. . . . The streets are dirt, un- 
Paved. ... The city isn’t very large. . . . It’s mostly centered 
bund a waterfront. ... There are lots of ships in the water; 
re are lots of wharves . . . lots of trees. , . . It’s very 
aint and old-fashioned. There are carriages with horses. . . . 
ihe women are wearing long dresses, their hair is piled high 
n their heads, some very high and powdered. . .. The men 
lostly are wearing breeches, stockings, shoes with buckles, 
filed shirts under their coats . . . ruffles at their wrists, 
DO. »» » Some are wearing powd Wigs. .. .” Percy gave 
‘soft and rambling description of a colonial city. 
_The four observers leaned forward in order to hear better 
hat she was saying. Claire drew in her breath sharply. 
fhat’s fantastic, she thought, I believe they've managed to 
ke Percy back in time. David started to rise from his seat in 
Kcitement, but Aarons motioned for him to remain where he 
s. Gordon stared at his wife, his mouth open in disbelief at 
phat he was hearing. 
“Now, Percy, look around you. See if you can find a street 
m. This is important. I want you to find out and identify 
Where you are,” instructed Dr. Aarons. ee : 
“T’m standing in front of a building, but it’s in the middle 
Mf the block and I don’t see a street sign. I can’t tell you 


where I am. z 

 “That’s all right, Percy. I want you to walk to the corner 
Of the street and see if you can find a street sign there. . . . 
Silence overwhelmed the room. Percy did not seem to be re- 

Wponding. Gordon began to squirm in his seat. They waited; 

‘sill she didn’t answer. ... 

_ “Percy, are you at the corner yet?” Aarons asked her. 

_ “Yes,” she answered softly. “I am just there. I’ve been here 

_ before, I think. Yes, I remember I’ve been here.” 

__ “Are you sure, Percy? Are you really sure you've been 

‘there before?” 

“Yes, I’ve been here before, but it’s different now.” 

“What is it you see, Percy? Where have you been? 
Describe it,” coaxed Aarons. 
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“It’s a building, a restaurant, I think. Yes, I believe it’s a 
restaurant.” 
“Percy, turn around and look 

_ you. Js there a street sign there?” 

“Yes, there is a sign.” 

“Can you read what it says?” 

“Yes, It’s printed in large letters. I can read it clearly.” 

“What street is this?” 

“It’s Broad Street,” she answered. 

“Is there another sign somewhere close, Percy? Look for 

_ another sign.” 

“Yes, there’s another sign very close by.” 

“What does that sign say?” 

“Pearl Street.” j 

“That’s very good, wag & You're standing on the corner of 
Broad and Pearl Streets. Now look at the restaurant again, 
Percy. Could it be a tavern, do you think?” 

“Why, yes, that’s what it is. There is a sign which says 
Fraunces Tavern.” 

An almost audible sigh went through the room as the im- 
portance of this statement struck the four observers. She had, 
indeed, arrived at colonial New York. Now if only she had 
arrived before the two deaths and could locate Angie. They 
had conquered one hurdle, but they still had a few more to 
go before they were finished. Claire was totally unaware that 
she had crossed the fingers on both hands until they began to 
ache from the pressure. Glancing down, she uncrossed them, 
smiled sheepishly at Sam, who reached out his hand to her. 

“Percy, are you feeling all right?” queried Dr. Aarons. 

“T feel fine. It’s a lovely day,” she responded. 

“Good. Percy, P'd like you to walk along Broad Street for 
a few blocks. Can you do that?” 

_ “Yes, of course. The streets are full of animals, though ... 
pigs and goats, dogs ... cats. There are lots of people selling 
things . . . fish, vegetables. . . . The street is dusty; it’s very 
busy.” 

“Are you walking along Broad Street now?” 

“Yes, I’m walking on Broad Street.” 

“Keep walking until you reach Wall Street, Percy. Try to 
see if you can find the date or at least the year.” 

ere is a man holding a newspaper in his hand. I'm try- 
ing to find the date on it. . . . I can’t make it out... only 


at the street sign just behind 


1801. . . . Something 1801, but I can’t tell what.” 
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hat’s very good, Percy. Don’t worry about it. Where are 


“ve just reached Wall Street.” 

“Are less tired, Percy?. Would you like to rest?” 

0, I’m not tired. I feel well,” she answered. 

y Turn to your left, Percy. Can you see the large 

g at the end of the street?” t : 

“Yes. It’s beautiful. It’s very impressive . . . brick... . It 

ms to be in a park. There’s grass and trees around it. 

“That's right. I want you to walk to that building, Percy. 

‘ell ‘ou see.” 3 

Tae eapeuent silence filled the room. They had come 

is far, could it be possible... could it be... ? Oh, dear 

od let it be true was in the mind of each of those wit- 

sing the scene. Aarons’ forehead was covered with perspi- 

tion; signs of fatigue began to show around his eyes. The 

tense concentration eee very difficult, thought Claire 

Dmpassionately, watchi 

“Do you still soe the building, Percy?” Aarons asked. 

“Yes, I’m very close to it now.” 5 

ie it a church?” 

q “Yen, it’s a church. I’ve been here before also.” 

“Yes, you’ve been here, Percy. This is Trinity Church. Do 

yea. thn eT ened But it doesn’t look as I 
| this is Trini ac 

Bete Teaeeis front of the church is blocked off, 


_ “How is it blocked off, Percy? Is there a barricade?” 
“There are chains at each end of the block. No horses ..- 
carriages can come in front of the church ... but there 
@ people. There are many people in the yard around the 
church.” ; 
. “Is it Sunday, oe Percy? Are the people attending Sun- 
ql morning service?” 
' INO, it can’t be Sunday. The shops that I passed on a 
| Street were open. .. . The people look sad. . . . They’re talk- 
ing very quietly. ... It can’t be after Sunday service... . 
_ They’re leaving the churchyard now. cee Some of them ae 
crying. One woman is weeping, sobbing bitterly... . The 
man comforting her also has tears in his eyes... . There are 
several children with them. It looks like a family. And they 
are all crying. . . . I’m going into the churchyard. . . . I want 
to see what is wrong. .. . There’s one person still here, over 
there, you see her? . . . She’s a girl, a young girl, dressed in 
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Her hair is quite gol 


a long white dress. There is a 


den... 


Cape spread out in front of her, 
- I think I know her. I think 


I’ve seen her before. She’s sobbin bitterly. I must go to her, 


I must see who she is. . . . I think 


I know her. . . . She's 


kneeling on the ground... . I think she’s spread her cape 


over a fresh grave. Som 


eone has just been buried... . That 


must be it. Just above the cape there is some freshly turned 
earth, It must be a new grave.” Percy was Gee excited 
now, her words were rae more rapidly, her breathing 
a w. “I want to comfort her: "Ss § 

pathetic and she reminds me aan q 
Angie...” The cry ripped from her throat. She raised her 
hands before her and began to reach for something, reaching 

a --. Angie .. . Come with me. Come 
with me... . Angie, oh please, Angie, come reach out to me. 
ANGIE. .. .” The desperate cry was now mixed with hysteri- 


Was rapid and shallo 


and straining. “Angie 


cal sobs. 


“You did very well, Perc 
We've made a start,” he rea 
rdon rose and reach 


you all right, honey?” he asked. 


“T’m fine. Just fine. Onl 


so much of ... Angie. . 


y. At least we know where we are, 
ssured her, 


ed out to take her in his arms. “Are 


Y a little tired is all,” she responded. 


“You had me a bit worried for a while, there at the end,” 


he confided to her. 


“Why? What did I do?” 

Holding her at arm’s length, 
lous as it seemed, she was serious. “Don’t you know? Don’t 
you remember?” he asked. 

“No, it’s not very likely that she would remember, Gordon, 


A medium seldom does.” To Percy he said, “Woul “hy 
to know what we learned, Pe Hs sonia sou like 


; “Oh, you know I’m dying to 
gie? Did we reach her?” she wanted to know. It was terrible 
the room in the dark about what had 


to be the only person in 
happened, 


“Would anyone in the room 


terjected Sam. 


180 


he studied her face, Incredu- 


99 


find out. Did we locate An- 


like a drink besides me?” in- 


Pi 
“I think we could all use one now, Sam,” Aarons said in 
proval. Seating himself in a comfortable chair to relax at 
t, he allowed every muscle in his body to sag in blessed re- 
» Gordon seated Percy in a chair beside his. An air of 
m pervaded the room as Sam passed around drinks and 
ens prepared to listen to Aarons recap the last hour 
br Percy. 
|, “Thanks to you, Percy, we know exactly where Angie 
and the events that have happened up to now. You were 
ible to identify New York at the beginning of the nine- 
pnth century. You specifically identified Fraunces Tavern 
hd Trinity Church. I was hopeful that you might. That’s 
he Teason we stopped at Fraunces Tavern yesterday. For- 
inately, you also informed us that Philip Hamilton had just 
een buried. That would make it the end of November 1801. 
Jnfortunately, at the gravesite you found your sister, Angie, 
Weeping unconsolably. My hope was that she might have 
Stained some of her awareness of you and of this life and 
ime, but since she didn’t respond to your pleading, I’m 
- pfraid her mind and body are now entirely that of Angelica 
47am ton. 
_ Can we try again, doctor? If I was able to find her once, 
m certain I can do it again. Maybe next time I will be able 
9 bring her back,” she begged. 
_ “Both you and I are too tired from this first attempt to make 
nother effort tonight,” Aarons replied. j 
_ “If you are able to bring her back like this, Dr. Aarons, 
will she be Angie or Angelica?” David wanted to know. 
_ “In the present, she will be Angie as you knew her,” he 


_ told the worried husband. 


_ “Damon”—Claire had been pondering a question in her 
thind for some time, and unable to find an answer decided to 
‘Present it to their friend—“why did Angelica need Angie’s 
‘Body to live over that time again? Why couldn’t she just use 
her own?” 

_ “Are you able to relive any part of your life, good or bad, 
‘that you choose?” he asked in return. 

| “Why, of course not.” 

_ “And neither could she. To simply relive one’s own life is 
ot in the power of any of us. It’s only through the means of 
Metampsychosis or reincarnation that one can live again.” 

' “When do you intend to have another crack at this, Dr. 
“Aatons?” Gordon asked. 
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om the stairs to tidy herself for dinner, Percy fol- 
vin Diners behind, wishing she didn’t have to make the 
ffort. Now that it was all over, she felt exhausted and in 
ed of a good night’s sleep, particularly since they vo 
ping the whole thing again in the morning; but perhaps the 
Dod ive her. é 

; nape Ralegel thing happens again tomorrow, Da- 
Serene in Pee tee nein else.” 

f we'll just have to . 

j Lake what ” pressed David. “What else is there to try?” 

_ Aarons sighed. Why must they keep pressing for a step 
h farther along the path before they were ready to take 
it? He preferred to make a little pace at ; eae et 
D xt little progress before jumping into it. “Well, 
Repel if we fail with this attempt first. I like to do 
hings i: derly manner, one at a time.” “3 

“No,” said ‘Gonin, steping beside David, “I'd like to know 
fhat the plan is also.” Aarons thought they looked like two 
otball tackles ready to advance against him. He smiled at 
his image. Z 

hh. think Percy is going to fail?” asked Aarons. : 

1 bNe rd just like ra be prepared. I'm afraid there’s a 
reas on why you're reluctant to tell us. Whatever it is, I 
father have time to get used to it,” said Gordon. ea 
“If you really think you’re ready for it, then. Unders an 
that there is no alternative if we fail tomorrow. It’s ag a 
loctor telling you he must operate in order to save your I . 
here’s no choice. If he doesn’t operate, you die. If we don’ 
fry all options, we lose David’s wife. In the morning, if Percy 
able to reach her sister, we'll at least be able to pa 
w rapidly time is moving in that period. We'll know how 


“As soon as we possibly can, I think; tomorrow morning if 
you're willing, Percy,” he said to her. 
“Whenever you say,” she agreed. 
“Since you know where Angie is and the date and you're 
now certain that your theory’ is correct, what more do you 
hope to accomplish by putting Percy through this again?” 
questioned Claire. 

“We are still missing one young Angie,” smiled Damon, 
amused that the question had even arisen. “We're still trying 
pi to get her back.” 

Wall “What makes you think Percy will be able to bring her 
ie back on a second try?” Sam queried his friend. 
“For one thing, the experience will no longer be new to 
| her. She won’t be so apprehensive. She might be able to get 
Angelica to respond to her on a second encounter. Then, too, 
Angelica might be more teceptive if she’s over the initial grief 
of her brother’s death.” Aarons drained his glass and stood 
! up. “Now, if you'll excuse me, I’m tired and I’m hungry, so 
' Til bid you all goodnight and see you at—how’s ten in the 
morning?” 

“I completely forgot that we hadn’t eaten dinner. Damon, 
‘il forgive me. Of course, you must stay and eat with us.” Claire 
jumped up and took his arm. 

“Not tonight, my dear. I suppose I should be sociable for a 
while, but I think I'd prefer to go back to my apartment, 
have an omelet, and go to bed. Pm more tired than hungry, 
mt anyway, I think,” he refused graciously. 
wii “Please change your mind and join us, Damon. I think 
We'll all just pop around the corner to Fidelio’s for a quick 
bite. They make a marvelous spaghetti carbonara and a suc- 


culent osso bucco,” Sam explained, knowing that fine food and 
Wine happened to be a weakness of his friend. 


“Is the osso bucco really good?” 


He was very clearly 


tempted and torn between visions of tender veal shinbones in 


a heavenly sauce and thoughts of a de 


simple glass of sherry. 


“It’s really some of th 


ep downy pillow and a 


e best I’ve ever eaten besides yours,” 


Claire assured him. “They use both lemon and orange rind in 
the sauce, and it’s Positively luscious.” She could see the battle 


Brgen ituation is. If time is moving at a rate parallel 
vith tae ee it isn’t so desperate. We have about three 
ears i ich to return Angie.” : 

J “Thre rit Good Lord, Aarons, I couldn’t stand it for 
th ,” protested David. 

; By donb it it will be that leisurely, however. I suspect that 
heir time is accelerated—to what degree, I can’t even 
jguess—but at least to some extent. Therefore, if Percy is un- 


Able to persuade her sister to return, then we'll have to try 


was over. “I’m going to take two minutes to freshen up. Want Materialization ourselves, to place someone back there in 


to join me, Percy? You Teally don’t have to change; it’s 2 | A ie back on the return.” 
small neighborhood place that serves divine food, but my ee ete ‘Ancona,’ sald Gordou. 
face and hands could use a scrubbing.” She strode from the if 183 
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. “Holy cow!” exclaimed Sam. “You are going to try to de 
_ liberately transfer someone back to the time that Angie is liv. 
ing in.” 
“That’s exactly it,” maintained Damon who seemed to be 
__ the calm in the eye of the storm surrounding him. 
“That sounds so . . . so risky,” protested David. 
“Yes, it’s considerably more so than what we're attempting 
__ at the present time, but I intend to keep it as safe as possible, 
of course. I’m not anxious to lose someone in another time 
any more than any of you are. I’m well aware of my part in 
this and, more than any of you, I’m aware of the dangers in« 
volved. Believe me, I don’t propose this lightly.” 
£ “Who do you think should be the guinea pig for this ex. 
__ periment, Aarons? I suppose I’m the logical person to 20 
since she’s my wife. If I can’t bring her back, at least we'll be 
___ together wherever that may be,” offered David quite logically. 
“That would be the cruelest thing I could do, David. You 
_ may seem like the logical choice, but you're really far down 
on the list of likely prospects. First of all, you have no 
_ feeling, no sensitivity, no ESP to aid you. Logic and reason 
are of little value in this particular area. I don’t think you 
would be able to make the transition. And suppose, as you 
Suggested, you are able to reach that time but you're not able 
to bring Angie back to her own life? Yes, you would be to- 
_ gether; however, not with the Angie you know but with An- 
_ gelica Hamilton, who is not your wife and who will become 
' insane at the death of her father. Could you bear to watch 
___-your beloved wife spend her life totally mad?” 
- . David closed his eyes against the hideous thought of his 
_ Angie, lighthearted, childlike Angie, insane. “No, I couldn’t 
bear it,” he admitted quietly. 

“T didn’t think so. No man who Treally loves his wife could 
bear that. There is only one logical choice, it seems to me... 
myself. I’ve seen this thing done with objects. I’ve had more 
experience with psychic phenomena than any of you. I will 
try to materialize myself to that time.” 

“No, Dr. Aarons, you’re wrong.” No one noticed that 
Claire and Percy had returned and were waiting in the door- 

_ Way until Percy spoke. “Why should Angie go anywhere with 
_ you? Why should she even believe you? You’re a complete 
_ Stranger to her. Even today young ladies don’t pick up and 
go off with strangers. I’m sure it was even more true in 1801. 
__ Tm the one to go back in time to get her. She'll come with 
_ me if with anyone. ... And you can’t argue that I don’t have 
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there is no alternative.” 


e... and she was willing to try. 


ary ESP. You all know I do. As said, if it comes to 


No one in the room replied, not even Gordon. She was _ 
ht. That fact was indisputably clear. Percy was the perfect fe 


Chapter XII 


_ “Don’t you wish everything could stay just th i 
right now, Mama?” Angelica asked her, pO fran her vol 
at the piano. “It’s so good to have you back with us. We all 
missed you greatly while you were away.” 
Sng smiled at her oldest daughter and set little Phil 

tween them on the floor of the drawing room. Little Phil 
was not yet a year old. He had been born June 7, 1802, tho 
year following Philip’s death, and Papa insisted that ‘they 
name him Philip in honor of their first born. “He’s a gift 
from Divine Providence to help us overcome our loss, and | 
can imagine no other name for him than Philip. But since the 
pain is still fresh and raw, we'll call him Phil, Betsy. I thank 
2S ae Good pros for this child.” 

Little was a healthy, happy, robust infan’ i 
easily amused. Everyone adored hin, Betsy sat in “ ne lp. 
ing a daughter’s piano. She drew from the pocket of hei 
ae nc dress a small ball of yarn and rolled it across the floor 
Be - “Tm so pleased that you’re happy living here at the 
bag instead of the city, Angelica. I've had misgivings 

ut taking you so far away from all your friends. You aro 
at Saat when friends are so important.” 

» Mama, I love it. The house is so beauti ) 
countryside is so peaceful. How could I not be coe 

Soon you'll be twenty and you must give some thought to 
marrying. In the year since we've moved here, you’ve been to 
very few parties or balls with people your own age, and 
you've gone to the theater not at all. This is a time in your 
life when you should share confidences with the other young 
girls, a time to primp and flirt with young men, a time to en- 
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your youth before you fall in love and settle down to 
life and children.” 

elica knelt before her mother. “But I’m content, 
a. I don’t miss going to parties, and there is no one I 
to marry.” 

Betsy put her hand on her daughter’s cheek and gazed at 
youthful face, so beautiful yet so earnest. The sorrow she 
at Philip’s death, barely beginning to diminish with the 
ure of the new house and new baby, had ‘recently been 

indled by the death of her Grandmother Schuyler and lay 

in the depths of her eyes. The half-hidden suffering 
d Betsy’s heart to leap in anguish. In her own sorrow at 
loss of her mother and her efforts to bring some comfort 
her father while attending the funeral in Albany, her mind 
been filled with the details of settling her father back into 
mfortable routine in his home. So preoccupied was she 
so concerned for the comfort and welfare of Alexander 
the children at the Grange, it had not occurred to her 
t this latest family death might reopen the wound of An- 
ica’s sorrow. How could she have been so heedless of her 
hter’s needs? Tenderly she lay Angelica’s fair head on 
lap and stroked her golden hair. “My dearest daughter,” 
said, “you must learn to love more wisely. Loving too 
ch makes us vulnerable and defenseless in the face of 
edy. You must strive to be a bit more reserved, for the 
ter you love someone, the more you suffer the loss when 

"re no longer together.” 

“But, Mama, surely you would not have me love you or 
Popa less,” replied her daughter. 

‘No, I suppose not, my dear. But I would not have you 
Mourn for us as deeply as you mourned for Philip.” The sen- 
itive nature of her daughter always troubled Betsy. 

“I pray I shall never have cause to mourn for either of 

uu, Mama.” 

“But I fear you must. We are older and, therefore, you 
whould expect to outlive us. That is only nature, Angelica. 
But you will have your brothers and sister to comfort, and to 
Somfort you. My sisters were a great consolation to both 
@randfather Schuyler and to me at Grandmother's funeral 
this few weeks past; but I wish I could impart to you some 
ierner fiber to protect you against the buffets of fate.” 

“Oh, Mama,” Angelica laughed and raised her head from 
fer mother’s lap, “you are such a tower of strength that I 
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shall probably cling to you all my life and never need stam 
ina of my own.” 

“Now you are teasing me,” Betsy stood, noting witli 
pleasure that there was a glint of merriment in Angelica’s 
eyes. How confusing was this half-child, half-woman of theirs 
who seemed to swing on a pendulum from deep sorrow ti 
heightened exhilaration with scarcely a pause between tho 
two. “That’s enough sermonizing for the day. Are you fin 
ished with your piano for now? If so, you might like to 
come with me to the garden in search of your father.” 

_ “Yes, Pd like to see how it’s progressing, Father’s becom 
ing quite knowledgeable about farming, isn’t he. He now en 
joys discussing the proper amounts of clay and black mold to 
be mixed in a compost bed as he once did in proclaiming tho 
virtues of the Federalists over the Democrat-Republicans,” 
She bent down to sweep little Phil into her arms and swing 


- him over her head. The surprise move delighted him and he 


squealed with childish glee. Then carrying him in her arms, 


| 


she and her mother descended the steps at the rear of tho — 


house in search of Alexander Hamilton, farmer, 

_ “Papa has a surprise for you that I think may please anid 
ae ie weal said Betsy. 

Hat new plant or slip has he brought home to ” 
Angelica asked her mother. “It’s no coda my irae hed 
Papa brings home something from the city to put in our 
garden. It seems to occupy almost as much time as his Jaw 
practice, but it’s so agreeable to find that his pleasure in the 
Grange and cultivation of the gardens is ever increasing in 
sen te - inishing. rh do love it, too, don’t you, Mama?” 

than any other time of our lives, elica. There iy 
a tranquility here that will never be found hie social scur 
Trying in New York. Your Aunt Angelica is ideally suited to 
that life, but my preference is for what we now have. If | 
had one wish, it would be that the house were not so expen 
Sive to maintain. I would rather have your father here enjoy 
ing his home than on the law circuit earning money for ity 
upkeep.” 

oe he ee soon, Mama?” 

“Not for a while yet. I hope that he can remain here 
through the summer, but eventually he must.” Noticing the 
disappointment in her daughter’s face, she hastened to add 
a pies it wi not be for too long this time. See how well 

erb garden is growing, dear,” she said as they walked 
along the brick path through a neatly laid-out ed eeerced 
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th the odor of growing herbs. There were lavender and 
, mint and parsley, tarragon and thyme, rue, savory, lov- 
and borage, basil, chives, chervil and coriander, all 
wing in carefully trimmed patches. Betsy was justifiably 
ud of her herb garden and had plans for expanding it a 
more every year. 

| Betsy caught sight of her husband bending down to instruct 
is of the men in the planting of some seeds. “Are you ~ 


lanting the seeds which arrived today, Alex?” she called. 
He looked up from his work and smiled toward his wife 
id children. To the young hired man he gave instructions. 
ntinue planting the musk melons in these rows as I 
ected you, and the watermelons are to go in the rows just 
yond. Mind that you mark each row carefully.” Then leav- 
him to complete the planting, Alexander joined his wife 
d daughter and took young Phil from Angelica’s arms to 
nce him about in the air. Phil responded with giggles and 
irgles to the delight of his father. 
“This year I would be satisfied to move directly from April 
September and eliminate the summer completely,” he said. 
fm that anxious to sample our own melons.” 


q 


.. “Is that what you're planting, Papa?” asked Angelica ex- 


| Ywucceeded in curtailing her 
i” 4 


y. “Are you really planting melon seed?” 
| “Indeed we are, and I’m eager to see if they do well in our 
‘Wil here.” 
» “Are they the ones you requested from Mr. Pinckney?” 
| “They are most certainly. The mail this morning contained 
& package from the farm of Mr. Charles Pinckney, South 
Carolina. Mama and I opened the package and there were 
the seeds we had asked for and a great many flower seeds 
Which he thought we might like to try. I fear the Grange may 
ome a tropical jungle if he sends many more.” He laughed 

at the thought of his neat, orderly gardens and tidy lawn be- 
Coming buried beneath the plants and vines and bushes. 

“Papa, you must not keep me in suspense any longer. Did 
he also send my package? Did it come at last?” True to his 
promise, Alexander had requested that his friend include 
three or four paroquets to be sent to Angelica for her aviary 

‘at the Grange. She had announced that she planned to have. 
at least one pair of birds of every species she could acquire, 
but her father persuaded her that she might start with only a 
few and learn to care for them, progressing slowly. It took 

"home of his most persuasive debating, but he finally 

impetuosity. She now had two 
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white pigeons, two orioles, two cardinals, 


and since makiny 


the request for the paroquets, she had spent each day waitiny 


to see if they would arrive with th 


e delivery of the mail. Pap) 


knew how eager she was; how could he keep such news from 


her? 


bly. 
“Oh, where are the 


“They arrived this morning with the seeds,” he said amia 


y? I must see them,” she insisted, 


greatly animated by the news. “Why didn’t you call me at 


once? 


“T put them in the aviary, 


outside and find them 
mitted. 
“Then I forgive you, 


hoping that you would come 


and be pleasantly surprised,” he ad- 


the skirt of her yellow chambray dress, she ran to the avi 
Papa had caused his workmen to build. There diey iets. Sin 


Alexander laughed at 


the sight of his wife Tunning like a 


young girl across the grass, Yes, he thought, life here at the 


Grange would be good for 


all of them. The boys enjoyed 


helping in the garden and in the fields, and he enjoyed taking 


them hunting and fishing 
good and they felt the urge. 


life, which had always 


with him when the weather was 
Betsy was relishing the country 
been her natural environment. He 


never ceased to marvel at this woman he had married 
buoyant spirits had a way of rising to the surface in oa of 
Tepeated tragedy—first the death of her younger sister, Peggy, 


of whom she was so fond, then her best-loved son, 


and now of her mother. 
Piness, and well-being of 


Philip, 

Yet her concern was for the fan. 

others. How fortunate he had been 
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his choice of a wife. Many women might have tempted 
in his lifetime, but Betsy was his fulfillment. The sight of 
wife and daughter returning hand in hand brought a smile 
jatisfaction to his face. 

he summer of 1803 passed pleasantly for the family at 
Grange. Alexander enjoyed the luxury of private life and 
y enjoyed the luxury of Alexander’s company. He was 
bme a great deal of the time now. Alex and the boys 
nted a grove of thirteen gum trees in a circle beside the 
buse. “They will symbolize the thirteen states in the Union,” 
told them. And the entire family delighted in watching 
’m grow and develop, as he fervently hoped the country 
puld. He wanted most of the land cleared for farming. Only 
§ center of the principal woods was to be left in its natural 
iid and rough state. His workmen at times complained that 
© work was hard and that he should acquire two or three 
aves to help around the property as the owners of other 
ge estates did, but Alexander did not hold with the practice 
f owning slaves and refused to own another man as long as 
p lived. “All men are free and equal,” he told his sons. “I 
live by that as by law, and so must you.” The boys 
jarned that hard work was neither to be shunned nor 
pised, and they grew sturdy and strong in the first years at 
e Grange. Angelica divided her free time between her 
usic and her aviary. The sight of eggs, newly laid, was a 
se for celebration; and they were closely watched by all 

e children until the new little birds were hatched. 
| Betsy concerned herself with the final touches of decorat- 
tng the house. It was a beautiful house as well as a struc- 
Wrally sound one. Alexander had worked closely with the 
architect John McComb on the design and particulars of the 
ouse and with the builder Ezra Weeks to make certain that 
erything was as it should be with no corners cut. In design, 
ft was a squarish house with two stories above ground level 
‘and the kitchen and storage rooms below. It was built of - 


Wood from Grandfather Schuyler’s property in Albany and 
“had brick-filled walls. Grandfather Schuyler had insisted on 


the brick-filled walls. “You will need them to keep out the 
min, being so far in the country,” he had repeated. The 
fooms on the ground floor were separated by a hall. The din- 
‘ing room to the left, and the drawing room to the right, both 
‘charming with their octagonal shapes and their very tall win- 
dows, each overlooking a veranda on its own side of the 
house. Behind the dining room was Alexander’s study where 
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he was able to work in solitude, although he often left open 
the door to listen as Angelica played the piano in the drawiny 
room. Upstairs were six comfortable bedrooms. In decoratiny 
the living quarters of the house, Betsy had chosen to paint 
the walls a pale shade of green instead of using the populay 
wallpaper with scenes of the countryside of America or of 
France that was now becoming fashionable. At the windows 
hung darker green silk damask overdrapes and simple white 
curtains. The furniture was the graceful French furniture that 
both she and Alexander preferred. The effect of the whols 
Be riermine, apna and inviting. 
© summer passed too quickly, fading into autumn and 
autumn into winter almost before anyone realized tho 
weather was changing. It was time for Alexander to resumo 
on on the mpias aa s the summer of 1802, he 
eived a request to handle the case of Harry Crosswell, 
a Federalist printer who had just been indicted for ibe 
Hamilton had declined to handle the case because of other 
Pressing obligations, among them the development of tho 
Grange. Now the case was up before the New York Court of 
Errors, the highest court in the state, which was made up of 
the president of the Senate, the senators, chancellors ani 
judges of the Supreme Court, or at least a major part of 
them. In January he decided to make his trip to Albany on 
other business coincide with the forthcoming trial. In 
preparation for the trip, Alexander spent long hours working 
in his study at the Grange as well as in his office at Wall 
Street. Although he had not been with the case from its be 
ginning, as the head of the Federalist party and one of tho 
most brilliant lawyers of the time, he was welcomed whole 
heartedly when he decided to join in the defense at the trial 
in Albany. After making this decision, he threw his whole 
cg Seen pr is become not a case but a cause—the cause 
) nh treedom against oppression b ) 
Tight of free speech, either wien or ai 8 ga 
cThe trip to Albany by coach in the middle of winter was a 
miserable affair. Deep snow was everywhere and the goinj 
was slow. The weather was bitterly cold. Alexander, who was 
not in the most Tobust health at the beginning of the trip, be- 
gan to wonder if he had really been wise to come at all and 
might have been tempted to return home had he not also 
been equally concerned with the forthcoming election. The 
Albany group of the Federalists was awaiting his arrival to 
decide on a candidate for governor of New York State. Gov- 
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hor Clinton had declined another term, wishing to retire to 
ivate life once more. As a consequence, the Democrat-Re- 
iblicans had already held their caucus and endorsed 
jhancellor John Lansing, Jr., as their candidate, but a small 
linter group had been dissatisfied with this choice and had 
ecided to back Aaron Burr instead. Recently, there had been 
uch talk in New York City among the Federalist members 
pre in favor of backing Burr. So it was a very strong deter- 
ination to be present at the caucus of the Federalist party 
Albany in February, as well as the forthcoming trial, that 
ed on Alexander Hamilton. 
The trial of Harry Crosswell, while it started as a simple 
rdinary case of libel, eventually became a cause célébre in 
i courts. Although the Democrat-Republicans were the 
lf-proclaimed champions of the freedom of the press, after 
ey came into power with the election of President Jefferson, 
hey began to prosecute those Federalist editors whom they ac- 
“used of libeling Jefferson. Harry Crosswell was one of those 
0 accused. He was the printer of a small New York country 
per called the Wasp. He had printed an allegation that 
President Jefferson had paid a Mr. James Callender to write a 
amphlet called The Prospect for Us, indicating that Wash- 
ington was a traitor and a thief and holding Adams up to 
scorn and ridicule. Although this charge against Jefferson had 
sen made frequently in the Federalist papers, the Dem- 
crat-Republicans chose to make a test case of the obscure 
printer, Harry Crosswell. Apparently, they considered him so 
Impoverished and of little import that they felt certain to win 
the case in short order, but they reckoned without the Feder- 
alists. The Federalists, on being informed of the case, flew to 
the defense of Crosswell, viewing the trial as vitally important 
and the outcome certain to have an impact on any future 
Jaws concerning the “freedom of the press.” It proved to be-a 
Prolonged case with a complicated series of appeals and 
counterappeals and generated so much interest that no less 
than eight prominent Federalist lawyers served as counsel for 
the journalist. When the case first entered the courts in July 
1802, Judge Lewis had ruled that truth is no defense and that 
Crosswell, therefore, was guilty of libeling the President. But 
with the appeals and counterappeals, it was not until Febru- 
~ ary of 1804 that the case arrived at the Court of Errors, and 
Hamilton was able to argue on behalf of the freedom of 
bpeech. 
~ Albany, New York, in February 1804, was intensely cold. 
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